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POEMS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACH.t 



My curse upon thy venom 'd stan^, 
That shoots my tortiir'd gums alang ; 
Aod thro' my lugs giea monie a twang, 

Wi' gnawing vengeance; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

When fevers bum, or ague freezes. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease us, 

Wi" pitying moan ; 
But theC' — thou hell o' a' diseases. 

Aye mocks our groan ! 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle I 
I thrort the wee stools o'er the mickle. 
As round the fire the gigkts keckle 

t Burns suffered much (rum this disewe. Tn a lettm 
fiom Ellisland, in May, 1789, he compUiiu of " m imiii- 
potent tooth-Bch* engrossing all his inner man." 
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: IHX POEHB 

To see me loup ; 
While, raving mad, I wish a heckle 
Were in their doup. 

0' a' the num'rous human doola, 
111 har'sts, daft bai^aina, cutty-stools. 
Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mools, 

Sad sight to see ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or feah o' fools, 

Thou bear'st the gree. 

Where'er' that place be priests ca' hell. 
Whence a' the tones o' mis'ry yell. 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell, 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Toothach, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang them a' ! 

thou grim mischief-making chiel, 
That gars the notes of discord aqueel. 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick ; — 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weat 

A towmond's Toothach ! 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 



Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 
Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep, 



My savage journey, curious, I pursue. 
Till Jam'd Breadalbane opens on my view, — 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides, 
The woods, wild scattered, clothe their ample aides ; 
Th' outstretching lake, imbosom'd 'mong the hills, 
The eye with wonder' and amazement fills; 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride, 
Hie palace rising on his verdant side ; 
The lawns wood-fringed in Nature's native taste ; 
The hiUocks dropt in Nature's careless haste ; 
The arches striding o'er the new-born stream ; 
The village, glittering in the noontide beam — ^ 



Poetic ardours in my bosom swell, 

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy cell : . 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods- 



Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taught lyre. 
And look through Nature with creative lire; 
Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil'd. 
Misfortune's lighten 'd steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to sooth her bitter rankling wounds : 



' In a copy Buppoaed to be In Burns' hand writing 
4se lines stand thus : 
Tbe Tay meimd'rii^ sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on its verdant side ; 
The arche* striding o'er the new-bom streani, 
The village, glitteiing in tbe noon-tide beam — 
llie lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's aaijve laste ; 
Not with one single goth-conceit disgrac'd, 
Foetio ardours, kc. 
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Here heart-struck Orief might heav'award stretch 

her scan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 



ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHI7.D. 



Sweet ffow'ret, pledge o' meikle iove, 

And ward o' mony a prayer, 
What heart o' stane wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet, and feir. 

■ These verBeB were wiitlen on the birth of a paBtbamous 
obildof Mrs. Henri, the widow of a French gentleman, and 
a daughter of the poet's friend. Mrs. Dunlop. In a letter 
to that lad)', dated in November, 1T90, in reply to one, in- 
fonnini; him of her daughter's conGnement, Bums says, 
" ' Aacold Haters to a thirsty soul, so is good news from a ftr 
countrf.' Fate has long owed mealetterof goodnewsfrom 
vou . in relum for the many tidings ofaorrow which I have re- 
ueired. In this instance 1 moat cordially ohej the apostle — 
' Rejoice with them that do rejoice' — for me tosin^ for joy 
is no new thing ; hot to preach for joy, aa I hare done in 
the commenceroeDt of tbia epistle, is a pitch i^ eilraTagant 
rapture to which I never rose before. I read your letter — 
I literally jnmped for joy — How could auch a mercurial crea- 
ture as a poet lumpishly l:eep hia aeat on the receipt of the 
beat news from his best friend? 1 seized my gilt-headed 
wangee rod, an instrument indispensably necessary, in my 
left band, in the moment of inspiration and rapture ; and 
atride, stride — quick and quicker—out skipped 1 among the 
broomy banks of Nitb, to muse over my joy by retail. To 
keep within the bounds of prose waa impossible. Mrs. 
Litue's isamoreel^cant, but not a more sincere compliment 
to the sweet little fellow than l.eitaapcre almost, poured out 
to him, in tlie following veraes. " 
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November hiqiles o'er the lea. 

Chill, on thy lovely form j 
And gane, alas < the shelt'ring tree, 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives the ram to pour, 
And wings the blast to blaw, 

Protect thee frae the driving show'r, 
The bitter frost and snaw. 

May He, the friend of woe and want, 

Who heals life's various stounds. 
Protect and guard the mother plant, 
And heal her cruet wounds. 



1791 , he says,' ■' I am truly happy to bear that the ' lillle 
Floweret' is bWrniDg so fresh and fair, sod that the ' mother 
plant' is rather recDvering her droopinc head. Soon end 
well may her ■ cruel wounds ' be healed !— In April Ibllow- 
ing, be begs that she will let bim " hear by first post how 
chtT petit Moiuitur comes on with his small-pox. May 
Almigb^ tioodneas preserve and restore him ! '— On the 



have been heard, and will be answered up to the wbti 
sincerity of their fullest extent ; and then Mrs. Henri will 
end her little dsrlint; the repreaentatiTe of his late parent in 
every thing but his abridged existence." 

In the autumn of 179S, Mrs. Henri and her infant went 
to the south of Franoe, where she soon afterwards died. 
Bums thus feelingly adierted lo her departure and death, in 
a letter to Mrs. Duntop, dated Dumfries, 94th Sept. 1793. 
" I have this moment, my dear madam, yours of the twenty- 
third. All your otter krad reproaches, your news, &o. are 

out of my head when 1 read and think on Mrs. H a 

aituation. Good God! a heart-wounded helpless younf 
woman — in a strange, foreign land, an<l that land conTulsed 
with exery horror that can harrow the human feelings — 
■ick — looking, longing for ■ comforter, bat finding none — 
a mother's feelings, too— but it is too much: he wbo 
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THE POEMS 

But late she flourisb'd, rooted fast. 
Fair on the summer mom : 

Now, feebly bends she, in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unscath'd by niiBan hand t 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL. 



Among the heathy bills and ragged woods 

The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 

Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 

W here , thro' a shapeless breach ,higstceam resounds- 

As high in air the bursting torrents flow, 

As deep recoiling surges foam below, 



re jour lettflT until my return the other day. 
What ahtll I say to comfort ;ou, my much TRlued. uiuch 
■fflicted friend 1 I can but ^e*e with you ; eonaolation 1 
have none to offer, except that which reli|i;ion holds out to 
the children of affliction— cAiiirm of affiiction .' -how just 
the expression ! and like every other family, they have mat- 
ters amon^ them which chej bear, see, and feel tn a serious, 
all-important manner, of which the world has not, nor cares 
to have, »ny idea. The world looks indifferently on , makes the 
pasaiDf; remark, and proceeds to the neit novel occurrence. 
Alas, madam! who would wish for many years! WItat 
is it but to dng existence until our joys gradually expire, 
and leave ns in a night of misery ; like the gloom which 
bolts out the stars one by one froin the face of night, and 
leaves us without a raj of comfort, in the howling waste I" 
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Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends, 
And viewless Echo's ear, astonished, rends. 
Dim-seen, thro' rising mists and ceEtseless show'rs. 
The hoary cavern, wide-sunounding, low'rs. 
Still, thro' the |;ap the stnio;gling river toils. 
And still, below, the horrid cauldron boils— 



SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 
A BROTHER POET* 

AULD NIBOS, 

I'm three times doubly o'er your debtor. 
For your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter; 
Tho' I maun say't, I doubt ye flatter. 

Ye speak sae fair, 
For my puir, silly, rhyniin clatter 

Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your Bddle ; 



The fata of tbe " little Flowerat" has not b««ii ttscertained. 



Allan CuniiiD|)iBiD merely obHerreB on tbeK touching 
stses, that '■ A father was carried to his graTe on the daj 
la only daughter was bora, — a tjpe of what happened at 



however, from the above ex' 
by Bunia waa a xin. 

* This Epiatle was prefixed to the edition of Sillar'a 
Poenu publiahed at Kilmaraock in 1789. Bums' " First 
Epiatle* to David Sillar produced the anawer which will he 
found in the Appendix, and which be here calla Davie's 
" Buld-fanent, frien'ly letter." 

Tbe teit is taken from the copj printed with other of Bunts' 
pieces « Glaigow, in 1801, from the Poet's own manuBcript. 
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Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle,: 
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares. 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld gray hairs. 

But Davie, lad, I'm. red ye're glaikit; 
I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit; 
An' gif it's aae, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit. 

Be hain't wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassus' briak, 
Rivin' the words to gar them clink ; 
Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drin 

Wi- jadB or masons ; 
An' whyles, but aye owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

Of a' the thoughtless s<ms o' man, 
Commend me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink. 
The devil-haet, that I sud ban, 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livin', 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin' ; 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in. 

An' while ought's there, 
Then hilde skiltie, we gae scrieviu'. 

An' fash nae mair. 
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OP BUBKS. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it's aye a treasure-. 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure. 
At hame, a-fieV, at wark, or leisure, 

l^e Mu^, poor hizzie 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The war]' may play you monie a shavie ; 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tho' limpin' wi' the spavie 

Frae door tae door. 



THE INVENTORY, IN ANSWER TO THE USUAL 



This cliarscUrisCic productioii iras not included in anj 
edittOD of Bums' works prepared by bimself. It was printed 
in the Iiiverpool edition, and agsia in the Gla^w Collec- 
tion in ISOl.withmanysdditiona, andiC is here given from 
B copy in tlie Poet's oim writing. 



Sir, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faithfu' list, 
O' gudes an' gear, aa' a' my graith. 
To which I'm clear to gt'e my aith. 
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Imprimis then, for carriage cattle, 
I have four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew afore a pettle ; 
My Ian' afore's* a gude anld kas-heen, 
An' wight an' wilfii' a' his days been ; 
IMy Ian' ahin's f a weel gaun fillie, 
Tl^t aft has borne tne hatne frae Killie, | 
An' your auld burrough mony a time. 
In days when riding was nae crime- 
But ance whan in my wooing pride 
I like a blockhead boost to ride, 
The wilfu' creature sae I pat to, 
(Lord, pardon a' my sins an' that to !) 
I play'd my fillie sic a shavie. 
She's a' bedevil'd wi' the spavie. 
My Furr-ahin's| a wordy beast. 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd, — 
The fourth's, a H^hland Donald hastie, 
A damn'd red-wud Kilbumie blastie. 
Poreby a Cowt, o' Cowt's the wale. 
As ever ran afore a tail; 
If he be apar'd to be a beast. 
He'll draw me fifteen pun' at least. — 

Wheel carrij^es I ha'e hut few. 
Three carta, an' twa are feckly new ; 
Ae auld wheelbarrow, mair for token, 
Ae leg an' baith the trams are broken ; 
I made a poker o' the spin'le, 

■ The forB-boree on the left-hand in tbe plough. R. B. 
f The hindmoat on the left-hand in the plough. R. B. 
: KShnaraock. R. B. 
I The hindmost lione on tlie right-hand Id the plough. 
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An' my auld mother brunt the trin'le. 
For men, I've three mischievous boys, 
Run de'ils for rantin' an' for noise ; 
A gandsraan ane, a thrasher t'other, 
Wee Davock hands the nowt in fother. 
I rule them as 1 ought, discreetly. 
An' afteu labour them completely. 
An' ay on Sundays duly nightly, 
I on the questions tai^ them tightly ; 
Till faith, wee Davock's tum'd sae gleg, 
Tho' scarcely langer than your leg, 
He'll screed you aff Effectual Calling, 
As fast as ony in the dwalling.— 

I've nane in female servan' station, 
(Lord keep me ay frae a' temptation !) 
I ha'e nae wife ; and that my bliss is, 
An' ye have laid nae tax on misses ; 
An' then if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the devils dare na touch me, 
Wi' weans I'm mair than wee! contented, 
Heav'n sent me ane mae than I wanted. 
My sonsie smirking dear-boi^ht Bess* 
She stares the daddy in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace. 
But her, my bonny sweet wee lady, 
I've paid enough for her already. 
An' gin ye tax her or her mither, 
B' the Lord, ye'se get them a' tbegither ! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of license out I'm takin' ; 

■ Vide tli« Dolei on " die Poet's wekime to his illegiti- 
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Frae this time forth, I do declare, 
I'se ne'er ride horse nor hizzie mair; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life 111 paidle, 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 
My travel a' on foot I'll shank it, 
I've sturdy bearers, Gude be thankit ! — 
The Kirk an' you may tak' you that. 
It puts but little in your pat; 
Sae dinna put me in your buke, 
Nor for my ten white shilhngs luke. 

I^is list wi' my aln han' I wrote it. 
Day an' date as under notit : 
Then know aU ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huic, 

Robert Burns. 

Mmtgiel, Febrvary 22nd, 1786. 



THE WHISTLE.- 



I SING of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 
I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 
Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king. 
And long with this Whistle all Scotland shall ring. 



* BnmB saya, " As the authentic prose hiBtarj of tha 
Whistle is cuiiouB, 1 shsll here gire it. — la the train of Anne 
of DenmBTk. wben she came to Scotlsndnith our Junes the 
Sixth, there came orer also a Danish geatlemau of ginntie 
stature and great proireBS, and a matchless champion of 



reat pro 

B had « little ebony Whistle, ' 



Old Loda,* still nieing the ann of Finfol, 

The god of the bottle sends down from hia hall — 

" This Whistle's your challenge, in Scotland get 

" o'er, 
"And drink them to hell, Sir, or ne'er see me more !" 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell. 
What champions ventur'd, what champions fell ; 



Qt oftbe DTgiea he laid on the tfble ; and who- 
e»er was last able W blow it, every body else bf injr disabled 
bj the potency of tie bottle, waa 1o cany off the Whistle aa 
a trophy of victory. — The Dane produced credentials of hia 
rictoriea, without a single defeat, at the cootts of Copen- 
h^en, Stookbolm, Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the 
petty courts in Germany ; and challenged the Scots Baccha- 
nalians to the alternative of tryinj; his prowess, or else of 
acknowledging their inferiori^. — Alier many overthrows 
on the part of the Scots, (he Dane was encountered by Sir 
Robert Lowrie of Maiwelton, ancestor of the present wor- 
thy Baronet of that name ; who, after three days and three 
nighu' hard contest, left the Scandinarian under the table, 
" And blew on the Whistle his reqaiem shrill." 

Sir Welter, son to .Sir Robert before mentioned, after- 
wards lost tbe Wh^lle to Walter Riddel of Glentiddel, 
who bad married a sister of Sir Waltei's-^On Friday, the 
leth October, 1790, at Friars-Carse, the Whistle was 
ODce more contended for, as related in the ballad, by the 
preakit Sir Robert Ijjwrie of Maiweltoa ; Robert Riddel, 
Eaq, of Glenriddel, lineal descendant and representative of . 
Wdter Riddel, who won the Whistle, and in whoae lamily 
it bad continued ; and Alexander Ferguson, Esq. of Craig- 
darroch, Ukewise descended of the great Sir Robert ; which 
last gentleman carried off tha hard-won hononra of the 
field. R. B. 

The preceding note states that the contest occurred on 
the 16cli October, 1790; but it ia erident from a letter 
written by Burni to Captain Riddel, from Ellisland, on the 



* See Oasian's Carlc-thura. B: B. 
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14 THE POEUS 

The son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
And blew on the Whistle their requiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur. 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war. 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea. 
No IJde of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 



»UDe dav in the preceding joar, that it was then intended 

"Big with the idea of this important iaytt Friard-Cocsa. 

I have watched the eUments and skiea in the iiill persuasion 

that thaj would announce it to the aatoniebed world by 

gome pheaemena of tenific portent," fiec- ... - *' The ete- 

naenta however aeem to lake the matter very quietly: they 

did not even usher in this morning with triple nuns and 

a shower of blood, symbolical of the three potent heroes 

and the mighty claret-shed of the day. For me, as Thorn. 

son says, I shall ' bear astonished, and astonished aing,' 

" The Whistle and the man I sing. 

The man that won the ^Vhistle," &c. 

" Here are we met, three merry hoys," &c. 

He concluded by wishing that his correspondent's " head 

may be crowDed with laurels lo-night, and free Irom aches 

Mr. Allan Cunningham ssys the Bard appears to bare 
prepared himself for a contest which did not take place 
until a year afterwards ; and thatthe Whistle was contended 
for on the 16th October, 1790, "in the dining-room of 
Friars-Carse in Bums' presence, who diank battle and 
bottle with the compeiitais, and seemed disposed to lake up 
the conqueror." As Bums was living within a very short 
distance of Friars-Carse, it is siniular be should have been 
ifponnt of the postponement of the contest, on the very 
morning of the day on which it was to occur. That some 
mistake eiiata on the point, ia evident from the note which 
the Poet has prefixed to the Ballad, tor he there says the 
Whistle was contended for on Friday, the 16th of October, 
1T90 i whereas, in 1789, the 16th October fell on a Friday, 
hut in 1790 it happened on Saturday, It is most probable 
that the Ballad was written in 17B9, even if the contest 
itself did not occur untit the following year. 
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Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd, 
Which now in hia house has for ages remain'd ; 
Till three aoble chieftains, and all of hia blood, 
The Jonal contest again have renew'd. 

Threejoyousgoodfellows.with hearts clear of flaw; 
Craigdarmch, so famous (or wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines. 

Craigdarroch began with a tongue smooth as oil. 
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

' By the goda of the ancients!' Glenriddel replies, 
' Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 
I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More," 
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'er.' 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no Bpeech would pretend, 
Buthene'erturn'dhisbackonhisfoe — or his friend, 
Sidd, toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field. 
And knee-deep in claret, he'd die ere he'd yield. 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair. 
So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 
But for wine and for welcome not more known to 
fame, 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame. 



' See Jahnsoa'i Tour to the Hebrides. R. B 
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A bani was selected to witaesa the fray, 
Aad tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness aad spleen. 
And wisb'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been. ' 
The dinner being over, the claret they ply, 
And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 
In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set, 
And the bands grew the tighter the more they 

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne'er witness'd so joyous a core. 
And vow'd that to leavethem he wasquite forlorn. 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next mora. 
Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red. 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage, 
No longer the warfare, ungodly would wage ; 
A high-ruling elder to wallow in wine \ 
He left the foul business to folks less dtyine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
But who cfui with Fate and quart bumpers contend? 
Though Fate, said, a hero should perish in light ; 
So uprose bright Phcebus — and down fell the knight. 

Next uprose our bard, like a prophet in drink :— 
' Crtugdarroch, thou'lt soar when creation shall 

' But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme, 
'Come — one bottle more — and hare at the sublime! 
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' Thy line, that have struggled for iireedom with 

Bruce, 
' Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 
' So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 
' The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of 

day!' 



BnmB in his letter to Mrs. Duolop fram EUiBlBnd, 4tb 
ApTil, 1789, says. " I QO sooner hit on any poetic plan or 
fancy> but 1 wish to sond it to jou ^ aoil if knowing and 
reaiUDj; these give half the pleasure to you that conmiu- 
□icating them to you gives to me, 1 am satisfied. 

" I have a poetic whim in my head, which 1 at present 
dedicsie, or rather iaacribe, to the Right Hon. C. J . Fax ; 
but how long that fanoy may hold, I cannot say. A felt of 
the firat lines I bare just rough- sketched, as follows :" 

This " Sketch" viaa aol printed in any edition of the Poet's 
works r«Fised by himself. 



How Wisdom and Folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
How Virtue and Vice blend their black and their 

How Genius, th' illustrious bther of liction, 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction, 
Ising; If these mortals, the Critics, should bustle, 
I care not^ not I, let the Critics go whistle ! 

Butnowfora Patron, whose name and whose glory. 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou, first of OUT orators, first of our wits, 

VOL. II. C 
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Yet whose parts and acquirements seem just lucky 

hits; 
With knowledg^e so vast, and with judgement so 

No man, widithe half of 'em, e'er went far wrong; 
With passions so potent, and ^ncies so bright, . 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right ; 
A sorry, poor, misbegot son of the Muses, 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses. 
Good Lord, what is man t for as simple he looks. 
Do but try to develope his hooks and bis crooks, 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and 

his evil. 
All in all, he's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling Passion Sir Pope hugelyi labours. 
That, like ih' old Hebrew walking switch, eats up 



Mankind are* his show-box — a' friend, would you 

know him ? 
Pull the string, Ruhng Passion, the picture will 

show him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system, 
One trifling particular, Truth, should have miss'd 

For, spite of his fine theoretic positions, 
Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its tribe, 
And think Human-nature they truly describe ; 
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Have you Tound this, or t'other ? there's more in 

the wind, 
As by one drunken fellow his comrades you'll find. 
But such is the Raw, or the depth of the plan 
In the make of the wonderful creature called Man, 
No two virtues whatever relation they claim. 
Nor even two different shades of the same, 
Though like as was ever twin brother to brother. 
Possessing the one shall* imply you've the other. 

*But truce with abstraction, and truce with a muse. 
Whose rhymes you'll perhaps. Sir, ne'er deign to 

peruse: 
Will you leave your j listings, your jars, and your 

quarrels, 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels. 
Mymuch-honor'd Patron, believe your poor Poet, 
Your courage much more than your prudence you 

show it. 
In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you stru^le, 
He'll have them by fair trade, if not, he will smuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal 'em. 
He'd up the back-staira, and by G — he would steal 

Then feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can atchieve 

It is not, outdo him, the task is, out thieve him. 



* The following lines are printed for the first 
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TO DR. BLACKLOCK.* 

EUisland, 21st Oct. 1789. 
Wow, but your letter made me vauntie 1 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie? 
I kenn'd it still your wee bit Jauntie 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you aye as weel's I want ye. 

And then ye'U do. 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron J south ! 
And never drink be near his drouth ! 
He tald myeel by word o' month. 

He'd tak my tetter ; 

■ In uiBwer lo the foUowiiig PaMical Epistle from Dr. 
Blicklock. 

" Edinburgh, 34tli August, 1789. 
" Deer Burns, thou brother of my heart, 
Both for thy virtues end Ihj ut : 
if ut it may be call'd in thee, 
Whicb NHture'a bounty, large sod free. 
With pleaaure on thy breut difiuMa, 
And warms thy soul with all the Muses; 
Whether to laugh with easy grace. 
Thy numbers more the asge's fiuse. 
Or Did the softer paaaiona rise. 
And ruthless Boula with grief surprise. 
Tie Nature's Toice distinctly felt. 
Thro' thee, her oi^an, thus to melt. 

Most anitously I wiah to know 
With thee of late bow maMBra go ; 
How keeps thy much-lov'd Jean her hailth 1 
What promises thy ftnn of weallh ! 
Whether the Mnae peraists to smile, 
And all thy anxious cares beguile 1 
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I Ijppen'd to the chiel in trouth. 

And bade nae better. 

But aibUps honest Master Heron, 
Had at the time some dainty fair one. 
To ware his theoli^k care on, 

And holy study ; 
And tir'd o' s&ols to waste his lear on, ^ 

E'en tried the body. 
But what d'ye think, my trusty fier, 
I'm turn'd a gauger — Peace be here ! 
Parnassian queens, 1 fear, 1 Tear 

Ye'II now disdain me ! 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 
Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, 
Wha by Castaha's wimplin' streamies. 

Whether bright Iboc; keepa alive 1 

And how (hj darling inftnta thriTB 1 
For roe, with grierand giclmeaa spent, 

^ce I my joumey homeward bent, 

Spirila depreaa'd no more I mouro, 

But vigour, life, and health letum. ' 

No more to gloomy thoughts a preyi 

I sleep all night, and live all day ; 

By turns my boot and friend eojoy, 

And thus vy circling houts employ ; 

Hwpy while yet these hours temeiin, ' 

If Bums could join the cheerful train, 

With wonted leal, sincere and fervent, 

Salute once more his humble servant, 

" Tho. Blaciloci." 
It was through Dr. Blacklock'e aiterliona that the Poet 
ITU induced to abandon bis intention of goiog to Jtiniaica, 
in 1766. 

t Robert Heron, ootbor of a History of Scotland, and of 
a Life of Barns, 
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Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies. 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That Blrang nece^ity supreme is 

1 hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They maun hae brose and brats o' duddies ; 

Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is — 

I need na vaunt. 
But I'll sued besoms — thraw saugh woodies. 

Before they want. 

Lord help me thro' this warld o' care ! 
I'm weary sick o't late and air ! 
Not but I hae a richer share 

Than monie ithers ; 
But why. should ae man better fare, 

And a' men brithers ? 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thou the van. 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man ! 
And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair ; 
Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will whyles do mair. 

&it to conclude my silly rhyme, 
(I'm scant o' verse, and scant o' time), 
To make a happy Bre-side clime 

To weans and wife. 
That's the true pathos and sublime 

Of human life. 

My compitmenta to sister Beckie ; 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 
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I wat she is a daintie chuckle. 

As e'er tread clay ! 

And gratefully, my guid auld coclcie, 
I'm yours for ay. 

Robert Burns. 



PROLOGUE, SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, 
ELLISLAND.* 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
That queens it o'er our taste — the more's the pity; 
Tho', by-the-by, abroad why will you roam? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home : 
But not for panegyric I appear, 
I come to wish you all a good new-year ! 
Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 
Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 
The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me say, 
" You're one year older this important day." 
If wiser too — ^he hinted some suggestion. 
But 'twould be rude, you know,toaskthequestJon; 
And with a would-be roguish leer and wink. 
He bade me on you press this one word — " think !" 



* Id s letter from EllisUud, 11th Jaanarf, 1790, Bums 
aajs, " WehBvegDtlen a set of very decent plHyera here juat 
DOW. 1 have Been them ea ereoing or two. David Camp- 
bell, in Ayr, wroM to me by the maniiger of the company, a 
Mr. Sutberlanil, who is a man of appaieat worth. OnNew- 

Cr'daj eveaing 1 gave him the followiiig Frologoe, which 
spouted to his audience with applanae ;" and on the 9th 
o/ the ne^t month he said, " I have given Mr. Sutherland 
two Prologues, one of which was delivered last week." 
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Ye sprightly youths, quite flushed with hope 
and spirit, 
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit. 
To you the dotard has a deal to say, 
Id his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ; 
He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 
That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 
That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him. 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 
That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing. 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthful fair. 
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
To you old Bald'pate smooths his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly beg-syou'll mind the important now! 
To crown your happiness he asks your leave, 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho' haply weak endeavoms. 
With grateful pride we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it, 
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 



Life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize 
As Bumet, lovely tram her native skies ; 
Nor envious death so triumph'd in a blow. 
As that which laid th' accomplish'd Buruet low. 

• Bams" admiralioo of Miss Enrnet wb3 vsry great. He 
not only ce'ebiHted her charms in hia "Address to F,du(- 
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Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I foi^t? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 
la thee, high Heaven above was truest shown, 
As by hia noblest work the Godhead best is known. 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves. 

Ye ceaae to charm — Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor'd ; 
Ye rugged cli% o'erhanging dreary glens^ 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

bni^h," but ipoke of her with antliDBisam in maaj of his 
letters. This beautiful joang womnn died ef CDnsumptiou, 
iB her twenty-firtb year, in 1789. CuniiiDghaiD, in a lelter 
to the Poet from Edinbuivh, □□ the 35th May. 1789, ob- 

niwy, wherein be mentioned her aa being " dear to her 
gaardJBD angel," " It was remarkable your introdncing the 
name of Miss Burnet, at a time when abe was in such ill 
health ; and I am aure it will grieve your gentle heart to hear 
of her being in the Vast atage of a conaumption. Alas 1 that 
so much beauty, innocence, and Tirtue, ahonld be nipt in the 
bud. Hera was the smile ofcbeertulaess— of sensibility, not 
of allurement ; and her elegance of manners corresponded 
with the purity and elevation of ber mind." 

On the 3drd of January. 1791 , Bums informed Cunning- 
ham. " 1 have these several months been hammering at an 
elegy on the amiable end accomplished Miss Burnet. I have 
got. and can get, no farther than the following fragment ; on 
which please give me your strictures- In all kinda of poetic 
composition, I set great store by your opinion ; but in sen- 
timental verses, in the poetry of the heart, no Roman 
catholic ever set more value on the inbllibihty of the holy 
father than 1 do on yonra." 

Eaiiy in the ensuing month be wrote to Mrs. Dunlop : — 
" I do not remember 3 ever 1 mentioned to you my having 
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Princes, whose cumbrons pride was all their worth, 
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? 

And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth. 
And not a Muse in honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride. 
And virtue's light, liat beams beyond the 
spheres ; 

But like the sun eclips'd at morning tide, 
Thou left'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee. 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care; 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 
So from it ravish'd, leaves it bleak and bare.t 



imposing Bi 

Monboddo. I had tlie honour of beiDg pretty well so- 
quaiuted with hei, and bare seldom felt ao much at tlie loss 
of an Bcquaintance, is wben I heard tlint bo amiable and 
accomplished a pises of God'a work was no mors. 1 have 
aa yet eoDS no farther than the following figment, of which 
plsaae let me have jour optnioD- You know that £1^7 ia 
a subject BO much etbauated, that any new idea OD the 
buaineaa is uot to be expected ; 'tia well if we can place an 
old idea in a new light." 

t This Terae does not occur in the copy which Bums 
aent to Cunningham on the SSrd Jiumary. 1791, but it ia in 
the copy which he encloaed to Mrs. Dunlop on the 7th of 
February following. 
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THE FOLLOWING POEM WAS WRITTEN 



KiMD Sir, I've read your paper through, 

And, faith, to me, 'twas really new I 

How guess'd ye. Sir, what maJst I wanted ? 

This mony a day I've grain'd and gaunted, 

To ken what French inishief was brewin" ; 

Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin''; 

That vile doup-skelper. Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the coliieahangie works 

Atween the Russians and the IVirks ; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt. 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt : 

If Denmark, any body spak o't ; 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't; 

How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin' ; 

How libbet Italy was singin' ; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin' or takin' aught amiss : 

Or how our merry lads at hame. 

In Britain's court, kept up the game : 

How royal George, the Lord leuk o'er him ! 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was hvin', 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin'. 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin; 
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How cesses, stents, and Tees were rax'd, 
Or if bare a — s yet were tax'd; 
The news o' princes, dukes, and earls. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls ; 
[f that daft buckie, Geordie W*'*s, 
Was threshin still at hizzies' tails ; 
Or if he was grown oughtlins douser. 
And no a perfect kintra cooser. — 
A' this and mair 1 never heard of; 
And but for yoii I might despair'd of. 
So gratefu', back your news I send you. 
And pray a' guid things may attend you ! 

ElIisJBQd. Monday Morning, 1790. 



LINES ON AN INTERVIEW WITH LORD DAER.J 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I Rhymer Robin, alias Bums, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne'er to be foi^otten day, 
Sae far 1 sprackled up the brae, 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 



t Baail William, Lord Daer, son and heir apparent of 
Dnnbar, fonrth Earl of Selkirk, died, anmamed, in his 
thiitj-second year, in 1794. He was introduced to ihe 
Poet by Dugald Stewart, at Edinburgh, on the •Urd of Oc- 
tober, 1786, and was the first man of rank whom Bums 
ever met in aocie^. The young nobleman^a kind and fmnk 
manners made a bvourable impraasioo on. his mind wbicli 
was never remoVed. In a latter to Dr. M' Kenzie, at Mauob- 
line, ha aaya, " the (bregolDg verses were really extempore, 
but a little corrected since." 



„„,G<H,slc 



I've been at dniken writers' feasU, 
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests, 

Wi' rev'rence be it spoken ; 
I've even join'd the honour'd jorum, 
Wben mighty Squiresbips of the quorum. 

Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

But vi' a Lord — stand out my shin, 
A Lord — a Peer — an Earl's son. 

Up higher yet, my bonnet t 
And sic a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa, 
Our Peerage he o'erlooks them a', 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

But, oh ! for Hogarth's magic pow'r ! 
To show Sir Bardie's willyart glow'r, 

And how he star'd and stammer'd, 
When goavan, as if led wi' branks. 
An' sturopan on his ploughman shanks. 

He in the parlour hammer'd. 

I sidling shelter'd in a nook. 
An' at his Lordship steal't a look, 

Like some portentous omen ; 
Except good sense and social glee. 
An' (what surprised me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 

1 watcb'd the symptoms o' the great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrt^ant assuming ; 
The feint a pride, nae pride had he, 
Nor sauce, nor state that 1 could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman. 
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Then from his lordship 1 shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as weel's another ; 
Nae honest worthy man need care 
To meet with noble youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 



While Europe's eye is fis'd on mighty things, 
The fate of Empires and the tall of Kings ; 
While quacks of State must each produce his plan. 
And even children lisp The Rights of Man ; 
Amid the mighty fuss, just let me mention. 



" Puma sent this Prologue to Miaa FontenellB, with the 
following letter : — 

" Msdftm. — Id such Bbad vorld as onrs, those who add to 
the scKDty sum of our pleasures, itre pasitiTely our benebc- 
toiB. To you, Madam, on our humble Dunuries boards. I 
bare been more indebted forentenaimneiitthaneTerl waa in 
pixiuder Theatres. Your charms as a woman wonld ioaure 
applause to the most indifferent Actress, and yonr theatrical 
talents would secure admiration to the plainest figure. This, 
Madam, is not thi- unmeaning, or insiduous compliment of 
the frivolous or interested i I pay it from the same honest 
impulse ibal the sublime of Nature eioitea mj admuatioD, 
or her beauties giva me delight. 

" Will the foregoing lines be of any serTiee to you on 
your approaching benefit night! If they «ilt, 1 shall be 
prouder of my Muae than eier. I'hey are nearly eitem- 
pore: I know (hey have no great merit ; but though Ibej 
shall add hut little to the entertainment of the erening. 
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The Rights of Woman merit some' attention. 

First, in the Sexes' intermJx'd connexion. 
One sacred Right of Woman is. Protection. — 
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate, 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of Fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form, 
Unless your shelter ward th' impending storm. 

Our second Right^but needless^ here is caution, 
To keep that Right inviolate's the feshion. 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
■ He'd die before he'd wrong it^'tis Decorum. 
There was, indeed, in far leas polish'd days, 
A time, when rough rude man had naughty ways ; 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk,' kick up a riot, 
Nay, even thus invade a Lady's quiet !— 
Now, thank ourstarst those Gothic times are fled; 
Now, well-bred men— and you are all well-bred ! 

Vah. ' claim some small. ' idle. 

' Got drunk, would Bwi^«r, airear. 
tbey give me the happiDess of ui opportuni^ to declare baw 
much I have the honor (o be," £ic. 

On forwarding a copy to Mrs. Dunlop, in Dunbar, 179a, 
be said, " VVe in this counCry here bave many slanoB of 
the reforming, oi rather, tbe r^publicnn spicit, of your part 
of tbe kin^om. Indeed, we are a good deal in commotion 
ourselves. For me, I uu a ptaccmaa, you know ; a very 
humble one indeed, Heaven knows, but still so much so as 
to gt^ me. What my private aentimeals are you will find 
out without an interpreter. 

" I have been taking up the subject in anather view ; 
and the other day, for a pretty actreaa'a henefit-night, I 
wrote an address, which 1 wiU give on the other page, 
called ' The Rights of Woman.' " 

According to Mr. Allan Cunningham, Miss Fontenelle 
" was young and pretty, and indulgent in levities both of 
ipeech and action. 
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Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct, neither spirit, wit, nor manners.* 

For Rig-htthethird,ourlast, our best, ourdearest. 
That Right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
Which even the Rights of Kings in low prostration 
Moat humbly own* — 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that bleat sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste' that life of life — immortal Love. — 
Sighs, tears, smiles, glances, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with ail her charms. 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms? ,<. 

Then truce with kmgs, and truce with constitu- 
tions. 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ! 
Let Majesty your first attention summon. 
Ah! 5a ira! The Majesty op Woman ! 



ADDRESS, SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE, 

I, 1795, 



Still anxious to secure your partial favour. 
And not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
' 'Twould vamp my bill, said 1, if nothing better; 
So sought a Poet, roosted near the skies. 
Told him I came to feast my curious eyes ; 

Via. * Must &11 before. ' And Ihence. 

* An inmicol allusion to the Saturnalia of the Catedonian 
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Said, nothing like his uorks was ever printed ; 
And last, my Prologue-business slity hiated. 
"Ma'am,let me tell you, "quoth my man of rhymes 
'I know your bent — these are no laughing times: 
Can you — but, Miss, 1 own I have my fears, 
Dissolve in pause — and sentimental tears 
With laden sighs, and solemn -rounded sentence, 
Rouse trom his sluggish slumbers fell Repentance ; 
Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, 
Waving on high the desolating brand, 
CaUing the stonus to bear him o'er a guilty land V 

I could no more— askance the creature eyeing, 
D'ye think, said I, this face 'was made for crying? 
I'll laugh, that's poz—nay, more, the world shall 

know it ; 
And so, your servant ! gloomy Master Poet ! 

Firm as my creed. Sirs, 'tis my fixed belief, 
That Misery's another word for Grief; 
I also think — so may I be a bride ! 
Tliat so much laughter, so much life enjoy'd. 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh. 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye ; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five ; 
Laugh in Misfortune's face— the beldam witch ! 
Say, you'll be merry, tho' you can't be rich. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love, 
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate thought— a rope— thy neck— 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the heahng leap : 
Wouldat thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping elf? 
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Laugh at her Tollies — laug;h e'en at thyself: 
Learn to despise those Itowds now so terrific. 
And love a kinder— that's your grand specific. 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise ; 
And as we're merry, may we still be wise. 



VERSES TO A VOUNG LADY, 



In July, 1794, Borda told Tbamgon, ■' I bave presented s 
copy of yopr gongs lo the dau^ter of a muuh-ralaed and 
mucb-honoured friend of mine, Mr. Graham, of Fintry. I 
wrote, DD the blank side of the title-page, the fbUowuig 
addresB to the young lady:" 



Here, where the Scotish Muse immortal lives, 
In sacred strains and tuneful' numbers join'd, 

Accept the gift; tho' humble he who gives, 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no rufSan feeling in thy breast 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ! 

But Peace attune thy gentle soul to rest. 
Or Love, ecstatic, wake his seraph song ! . 

Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears. 

As modest Want the tale of woe* reveals ; 

While conscious Virtue* all the strain endears, 
And heaven-born Piety her sanction seals ! 
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POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY, ( 

Hail, Poesie ! thou Nymph reserv'd ! 
In chase o' thee, what crowds hae swerv'd 
Frae commoa sense, or sunk eoerv'd 

'Maog heaps o'clavers ; 
-And och ! o'er aft thy joes hae starv'd, 

'Mid a' thy &vours ! 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 
While loud, the trump's heroic clang, 
And sock or buskin gkelp alang 

To death or marriage ; 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang 

But wi' miscarriage ? 
In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives ; 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespeare drives ; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, 'till him rives 

Hoiatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang, Baibauld, survives 

Even Sappho's flame. 
But thee, Theocritus, wha matches ? 
They're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches; 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches 

O' heathen tatters : 



t Gilbert Bums aajs, tbU though thii Poem kiu faoad 
by Dr. Cunie among Bams' papers, and in his wriliny, 
tbaieis aonie doubt whether be was tha Huthoi. Mr. Allan 
Cnoniugbam thinka that the second vene alone would go 
far to remoTe all doubts : " Cbe lines Mo wbich characMrii* 
the Paatorala of Pope, and the concluding itania of tbe 
Poem, bear." he aaya, " tbe Bums' stamp, which no one 
has been successful in cDunterleiting." 
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I pass by hunderg, nameless wretches. 
That ape their betters. 

In this braw age o' wit and tear, 
Wilt nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place ? 
Yes ! there ie ane ; a Scottish callan — 
There's ane ; come forrit, honest Allan ! 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tantallan, 

But thou's for ever ! 

Thou paints auld nature to the nines. 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twines. 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes svreep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell ! 
In gowany glens thy hurnie strays, 
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes; 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthorns gray, 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 
Thy rural loves are nature's sel' ; 
Nae bombast spates o" nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

0' witchin' love ; 
That charm that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move. 
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WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF THE 



Tis Friendship's pledge, my young, fair friend. 

Not thou the gift refuse. 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The moralizing muse. 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms, 

Must bid the world adieu, 
(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since, thy gay mom of life o'ercast. 

Chill came the tempest's lower, 
(And ne'er misfortune's eastern blast 

Did nip a fairer flower.) 



9.S, Bums sent the folloning 
1 this description of them : 
" Written on tie blank loaf of a copy of the last edition 
[i. e. 1794,] of my poems, presented to the lady, whom, in 



lady u 

Miss Jean Loriraer. of CiaigiebuiQ Wood, near Moffat, 
whose hielory vaa unfbitimHte. She mairied an officer 
called Whelpdale, but in consequence of his misconduct, 
lived with mm only a few months. After her separation 
■be resided at Dum&ies, where the Poet often met her ; and 
she seems to hare inspired him with admiration and esteem. 
He has (oachingly adverted to her misfoilunes in these 
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Since life's gay scenes must chann no im 

Still much is left behind; 
8>till nobler wealth hast thou in store — 

The comforts of the mind ! 

Thine is the self-approving glow, 
On conscious honour's part; 

And, dearest gift of heaven below. 
Thine friendship's truest heart. 

The joys refin'd of sense and taste, 

With every muse to rove r 
And doubly were the poet blest, 

These joys could he improve. 



POETICAL ADDRESS TO MR. WILLIAM TYTLEH, 

VriTH THE PRESENT OF THB BAHd's PICTURE, f 

Revered defender of beauteous Stuart, 
Of Stuart, a name oilce respected, 
, A name, which to love, was the mark of a trueheart. 
But now 'tis despis'd and neglected. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eye. 

Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh, 

StiU more, if that wand'rer were royal. 



e Mary Queen of Scols. His son, Lord Woodhoualee, 
was distinguished in lileratnro as well ta law; Bud Mr 
Fraaer Tytler, Lord WoodhouBlee's grandson, haa well sus- 
tained the literary fame of his family, in the third generation, 
by a History of his onn Couatry, and other valuable publi- 
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My fatiiers that name hitve rever'd on a tbrODe ; 

My fathers have Men* to right it ; 
Those fathers would spurn their degeoerate son, 

That name should he scofBngly slight it. 

StillinprayeraforKingGeoi^ I most heartily join, 
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry. 

Be they wise, be tbey foolish, is nothing of mine ; 
Their title's avow'd by my country. 

But why of this epocha make such a fuss, 

That gave us the Hanover f stem. 
If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure 'twas as lucky for tbem. 

But, loyalty, truce ! we're on dangerous ground. 
Who knows how the fashions may alter ? 

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound, 
To-morrow may bring us a batter. 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 
But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now Kfe's chilly evening dim shades in your eye. 
And ushers the long dreary night ; 

But you like the star that athwart gilds the sky. 
Your course to the latest is br^ht. 



* " died," in Boms' hand, and altered apparently by Locd 
Woodboualee. 

t Bums wrote " Electoral," but Lord W. altered it to 
" Hanover." 
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SKETCH.— NEWYEAR DAY. t 



This Day Time winds ih' exhausted chain. 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow. 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 
Adjust the unimpair'd machine 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir, 
In vain assail him with their prayer. 
Deaf, as my friend, he sees them press. 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 
Will you {the Major's^ with the hounds, 
The happy tenants share his rounds ; 
Coila's ftiir Rachel's |j care to-day. 
And blooming Keith'sj engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow — 
— That grandchild's cap will make tomorrow — 

t This Sketch is descriptiTe of the family of Bums' rene- 
TSble friend Mrs. Dimlop, of Dunlop. On a copy in the 
Poel's httnd-writiii^, nith which the veiaes have heen col- 
lated, he wrote— 

" On second tfaon^htB I send you tluB extempore blotted 
sketch. ItiaJDstthe first random scrawl ; bat if you think 
the Piece worth while, I shall retouch it anS finish it. 



'a whom the cc 

^ Major, aflc^rwarda General Andrew' Dunlop, Mra. Dun- 
lop's second son. He died, dnmarried, in ]804. 

II Misa Rachel Dunlop, who afterwards married Robert 
Glasgow, Esq. 

1 Miss Keith Dunlop, the youngest dai^hler. 
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And joiD with me a moralizing, 
This day's propitious to be wise in. 

First, what did yeBtemight deliver ? 
" Another year is gone for e^er." 
And what is this day's strong su^estion ? 
" The passing moment's all we rest on !" 
Rest on — for what ? what do we here ? 
Or why regard the passing year ? 
Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd lore, 
Add to our dat« one minute more ? 
A few days may, a few years must. 
Repose us in the silent duat ; 
Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 
Yes — all such reasonings are amiss ! 
The voice of Nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies, 
That something in us never dies ; 
That on this frail, uncertain state 
Hang matters of eternal weight ; 
That future-life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone; 
Whether as Heavenly glory bright. 
Or dark as Misery's woful night. — 

Since then, my honor'd, first of friends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us th' important Now employ. 
And live as those that never die. 

Tho' you, with days and honors crown'd, 
Witness that .filial circle round, 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse ; 
A sight pale Envy to convulse ;) 
Others now claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 
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EXTEMPORE, ON MR. WILUAM SMELLIE, 



Shrewd Willie Smellie to Crochallao came,* 
The old cock'd hat, the grey surtout, the same ; 
His bristling beard just rising in its might, 
'Twaa four long nights and days to shaving night ; 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks wi!d staring, thatch 'd 
Ahead for thought profoundand clear, unmatch'd: 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 



INSCRIPTION FOR AN ALTAR 

WRIia-BN INSDHHER, 1795. 

Thou of an independent mind. 

With soul resolv'd, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepar'd Power's proudest frown to brave. 

Who wilt not be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere, 

Thy own teproach alone dost fear. 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 
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MONODY ON A LADY FAMED FOR HEK 
CAPRICE, t 

How cold is that bosom which folly once fired. 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
gliaten'd ! 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tir'd, 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so listeu'd ! 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 

From friendship aud dearest affection remov'd ; 

How doubly seTerer, EUza, thy fate. 

Thou diedst unwept, as thou liredst unlov'd. 

t The subject of thia satire wu the beaatifnl Mis. Riddel 
of W oodles Psrk, who had ahewn Bums much Idndoess. 
Having, bowever, according to Mr. Alias Cumunghun, 
once attempted to itdute ber, abe panisbed the insult by 
withdian-ii^ ber frieDdship ; aod he took hia revenge bj 
cbarpng her, in these verses, with caprice. She afterwards 
g«neroualy forgave him his impertinence, as well aa this 
Dmnerited attack. Before this afiaii. Bums bad, however, 
occasionally accused ber of being atpricima. He wrote to 
a 1794: — " I meant W bare called on you yi 



s I edged up to your boi door, the first object which 
greeted my view, waa one of those lobster-coated puppies, 
sitting like another dragon guarding the Hesperian fruit." 



D another letter, written to her about the a 
Bays, " I have often told you, my dear friend, thai you bad 
a tpict of eaprice in your composidon ; and yon have as 
often disavowed it, even perhaps while your opiniona were 
at the moment irrefragalily proving it. Could oni; thing 
estrai^e me from a friend such as you 1 No. To-morrow 
X shall have the honour of waiting ou you. Farewell, thou 
first of friends, and moat accomplished of women, mm uijift 
all ihy tittle cajtrica." They had, however, quarrelled be- 
jfojBhe wrote hia neil letter; and it was probably in the in- 
* l«rval that he vented his chagrin in this Monody. 
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Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you ; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear : 
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza's cold bier. 

We'll search thro' the garden for each silly flower. 
We'll roam thro' the forest for each idle weed ; 

Bwt chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower, 

For none e'er approach'd her but rued the rash 



We'll sculpture the marble, v 

Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 
Which spuming Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 



Her.e lies, now a prey to insulting neglect. 
What once was a butterfly, gay in life's bean 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goodness, denied her esteem. 



SONNET, ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, 
ESQ. OF GLENRIDDEL; APRIL, 1794, 

No more, ye warblers of the wood — no more 1 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul; 
Thou young-eyed Spring, gay in thy verdant 
stole. 
More welcome were to me grim Winter's wildest 
roEu:. 
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How can ye charm, ye flow'rs, with all your dyes? 
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my Iriend : 
How can I to the tuneful strain attend ? 

The strain flows round th' untimely tomb where 
Riddel lies. 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe ! 
And Booth the Virtues weeping on this bier : 
The Man of Worth, and has not left his peer. 

Is in his " narrow house" for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet ; 
Me, mem'ry of my loss will only meet. 



IMPROMPTU, ON MRS. RIDDEL'S BIRTH-DAY. 
NOVEMBER 4, 17934 

Olh Winter with his frosty beard. 
Thus once to Jove his prayer preferr'd, — 
What have I done, of all the year, 
To bear this hated doom severe? 
My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 
Night's horrid car drags, dreary alow ; 
My dismal months no joys are crownmg, 
But spleeny Eoghsh, hanging, drownit^. 
Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 
To counterbalance all this evil ; 
Give me, and I've no more to say. 
Give me Maria's natal day ! 
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That brilliant gill will so enrich me, 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me ; 
'Tis done ! says Jove ; so ends my story. 
And Winter once rejoic'd in glory. 



TO MISS JESSY LEWARS, DUMFRIES, WITH 

BOOK9 WHICH THE BAKD PkESENTED HER.t 

Thine be the Tolumes, Jessy lair, 
And with them take the Poet's prayer— 
That iate may in her fairest page, 
With every kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss, enrol thy name ; 
With native worth, and spotless fame. 
And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — but chief, man's felon snare : 
All blameless joys on earth we find, 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the Bard. 



t Tbe umsble peraoD to whom theae veraea sie addnnsad 
is entitled to tbe esteem and respect of all to whom tin 
memory of Burns is desr. " She watched over him and his 
little homehold during bia declining daj^," saya Mr. Allan 
CanDingham, " with sU the >ffectioaBt« reveience of a 
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EXTEMPORE TO MR. SYME.t ON REFUSING 

company; and the rinsT 

IV. 17th DECEMBEft, 1795. 



No more of your guests, be they titled or not, 
And cook'ry the first in the nation ; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. SYME, WITH A PRESENT OF A 
DOZEN OF PORTER. 

O, HAD the malt thy stren^h of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit, 

Twert drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for Syme were fit. 
Jenualem Tsreni. Domfries. 



} " Jalm Sjme, of Ryedsle, wss," Bays AUan Cunning- 
hun, " tbe coDstanl companion of Borns. He was s genlle- 
man of edacation and talent ; a nit, an epignnunatUt, a 
rhymer, and an admirnble teller of a glory," In one of his 
lettere, Bunu telU him, " You know tha^ among other high 
dignitiaa, you bare the hononi (o be my supreme court of 
critical Judicature, from which there is no appeal." 
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Sing on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough ; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain : 
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 

At thy blithe carol clears his fiirrow'd brow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear 

Sits meek Content with light unanxious heart, 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of this opening day I 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds the orient skies ! 
Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys, 

What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care ; 
The mite high Heav'n bestow'd, that mite with 
thee I'll share. 



t Collated wiihaMS. on which Burnshasw 
Mr. Sjme, fivm the Aathor." It does not o 
edition of 1793 or 1794. 
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POEM, ADDRESSED TO ME, MITCHELL, 

XCISE, DDH PRIES, 1796. 



Friend of the Poet, tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ; 
Alake, alake, the nieikle Deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at it, skelpin ! Jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches. 

I modestly fu' fain wad hint it, 
That one pound one, I sairly want it : 
If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it. 

It would be kind ; 
And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted, 

I'd bear't in mind. 

So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domeatic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 



Ye'te heard this while how I've been licket, 
And by fell death was nearly ntcket : 
Grim loun ! he gat me by the lecket. 
And sair me sheuk ; 
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But by guid luck 1 lap a wicket. 

And turn"d a neuk. 

But by that health, I've got a share o't. 
And by that life, Tm promis'd mair o't,t 
My heal and weal I'll take a care o'l 

A tentier way : 
Then fareweel folly, hide and hair o't, 

For ance and aye. 



SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD 
OFFENDED.' 

The friend whom wild from wisdom's way 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray;) 
Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th' insensate frenzied part. 
Ah why should I such scenes outUve ? 

Scenes so abhorrent to my heart ! 
Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



♦ The Poet's hopes, ulas ! were not realized. He died 
Booa after (hase lines were written. 

* AUsn Cunningham s^s the excess, which the Poet la- 
ments, occurred Bt the table of Mrs. Riddel, and that under 
the influence of wine, he hndapoken of" tbronea" and " do- 
minadons" and " epauletted puppies," in terms which gare 
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POEM ON LIFE, ADDRESSED TO COLONEL 
DE PEYSrER,t DUMFRIES. 1796. 

My honour'd Colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest Id the Poet's weal ; 
Ah ! now sraa' heart hae I to speel 

The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill. 

And potion glasses. 

O what a canty warld were it, 

Would paia, and care, and sickness spare it ; 

And fortune favour worth and merit. 

As they deserve : 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret; 

Syne wha wad starve ?) 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and fripp'ry deck her ; 
Oh ! flick'ring, feeble, and unsicker 

I've found her still. 
Aye wav'ring like the willow wicker, 

Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrans by a rattan, 



t Colonel De Peyster bad dislinguislied himself in the 
American war, and nfteiwarda commanded the volunteera of 
Dumfiies, to which corps Bums belonged. These Tersea 
were nritteo in ihe Poet's lost illnesj. 
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Our slnfii' saul to get a claut on 

Wi' felon ire ; 
Syoe, whip ! his tail ye'll ne'er cast saut o 

He's aff like fire. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is na &ir, 
First shewing us the tempting ware, 
Bright wines and bonie lasses rare. 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

0' hell's damn'd waft. 

Poor man, the flie, aft bizzies by. 
And aft as chance he comes thee nigh. 
Thy auid damn'd elbow yeuks with joy. 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thy fency's eye. 

Thy sicker treasure. 

Soon heels-o'er-gowdy ! in he gangs, 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs, 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murd'ring wrestle, 
As, dangUug in the wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 

But lest you thbk I am uncivil. 

To plague you with this draunting dri?el, 

Abjuring a' int«ntionE evil, 

1 quat my pen : 
The Lord preserve us frae the Devil ! 

Amen ! amen ! 
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF SINTRY, 
ON RECEIVmG A FAVOUR. 

I CALL no Goddess to inspire my strains, 
A labled Muse may suit a Bard that feigns ; 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit bums. 
And all the tribute of my heart returns, 
For boons recorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift ^ill dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day '. thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind efiace ; , 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Tien roll to me, along your wand'ring spheres, 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 



EPITAPH ON A FRIEND.t 

An honest man here ties at rest, 
As e'er God with hb image blest; 
The tnend of man, the friend of truth; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd, 
Few beads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another world, he bves in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 

t It baa nat been ucertaiited for Trhom tbia Epiti4>b was 
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VERSES WRITTEN AT SELKIRK.! 

AuLD chuckie Reekie's • sair dbtrest 
Down droops her ance wee] burnish't crest, 
Nae joy her bonie buskit nest 

Can yield ava, 
Her darling bird that she lo'es best, 

Willie's awa ! 

Willie was a witty wight. 
And had o' things an unco slight ; 
Auld Reekie ay he keepit tight, 

An' trig an' braw : 
But now they'll busk her like a fright, 

Willie's awa ! - 

The stiffest o' them a' he bow'd ; 
The bauldest o' them a' he cow'd ; 
They durst nae mair than he allow'd. 

That was a law : 
We've lost a birkie weel worth gowd, 

Willie's awa I 



t Bonis sent theae reraes to liis publisher, Mr. Cieucb. 
in a letter dated, Sellirl.lStli May, 17X7, wberein he says, 
"The inclosed I have jasl wrote, nearlj eiiempore, in a 
Bolitaiy bd in Selkirk, after a miserable wet day's riding. 
I have beea Dvermostof East i.othiiin. Berwick, Roiburgh, 
and Selkirkshires, and neit week I begio a tour lbrou|;h tha 
north of England." — " I would write till T would tire you 
as touch with dull prose, as I dare say by tbis time yon nie 
with wretched verse ; but I am jaded to death." 

* Edinbui^h. 
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Now gan-kies, tawpiea, gowks, and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding-schools. 
May sprout like simmer puddock'Stools 

In glen or shaw ; 
He wlia could brush them down to mools, 

WiUie's awa ! 

The brethren o' the Commerce-Chaumer* 
May mourn their loss wi' doolili' clamour ; 
He was a dictionar and grammar 

Amang them a' ; 
I fear they'll now mak mony a stammer, 

WNlie's awa ! 

Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour.f 
And toothy critics by the score. 

In bloody raw, 
The adjutant o' a' the core, 

Willie's awa! 

Now worthy Gregory's latin face, 
Tytler'a and Greenfield's modest grace ; 
M'Kenzie, Stuart, such a brace 

As Rome ne'er saw ; 
They a' maun meet some ither place, 

Willie's awa ! 

Poor Bums e'en Scotch drink canna quicken, 
He cheeps hke some bewildered chicken 

* TheChiunber of Cootmerceof Edinburgh, of wbith Mr. 
Creerh wis secrelarj'. 

t Klanj litvrsry gentlemen were accuatoioed lo meet ut 
Mr. Creecb'g hause at bretikbst. 
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Scar'd frae ita minnie aiid the cleckin 
By hoodie-craw ; 

Griefs gien hia heart an unco kickin', 
Willie's awa ! 

Now ev'ry sour-mou'd grinin' blellum, 
And Calvin's fock, are fit to fell him ; 
And self-conceited critic skellum 

His quill may draw ; 
He wha could brawlie ward their helium, 

Willie's awa ! 

Up wimpling stately Tweed I've sped. 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red. 

While tempests blaw ; 
But every joy and pleasure's fled, 

Willie's awa ! 

May I be slander's common speech ; 
A text for infamy to preach ; 
And lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw; 
When I forget thee, Willie Ckeech, 

Tho' far awa ! 

May never wicked fortune touzle him ! 
May never wicked men bamboozle him ! 
Until a pow as auld's Methusalem 

He canty claw ! 
Then to the blessed, New Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa ! 



!;,■ Google 



INSCRIPTION ON THE TOMBSTONEt 



" Here lies Robert Fei^SBon, Poet, 

Bom, September 5tb, 1751— Died, 

16th October, 17T4." 

No aculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay, 
' No storied um nor animated bust ;' 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her Poet's dust. 



f BnrDS RppUed for leave Co eiect a tombatone to Fer- 
guseoQ on tbe 6th tebraaiy, 1 787 , in the following letter : 

" To the honoorable Bailiea of Canongate, Edinbui^b. 

" Gentlemen, I am sony to be told that the raraains of 
Robert FergnsBon, the so justly celebrated poet, a man 
nrhose talents, for ages to come, will do honour to our 
Caledonian name, lie in jour chuich-yanl, among- the igno- 
ble dead, unnoticed and unknown. Some memorial to di- 
rect tbe Btepa of tbe lorers of Scottish aoag, whenthej mab 
to shed a tear over the ' aarrovr house' of tbe baid nbo ia 
no more, ia surely a tribute due to Fei^sson's memory ; a 
tribute I wish to haio the honour of paying. I petition 
yon, tben, gentlemen, to permit me to la? a simple stone 
over bis revered ashes, to remain an unalienable property 
to his deathless fame. I have the honour to be, gentlemen, 
vour very humble servant, 

" Robert Bums." 

On one side the Stone the abore inscriplian is eEigraved ; 
und on the other side, 

" By specid grant of the Managers to Robert Bnms, 
who erected this stone, this Buriat-Place is to remain for 
ever lacred to tbe memory of Robert Fergussc>n." 
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A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

O THOU, who kindly dost provide 

For every creature's want ! 
We bless thee, God of Nature wide, 

For all thy goodness lent: 
And, if it please thee. Heavenly Guide, 

May never worse be sent ; 
But whether granted, or denied. 

Lord, bless us with content ! 



A VERSE COMPOSED AND REPEATED BV 



When death's dark stream I ferry o'er, 
A time that surely shall come ; 

In Heaven itself I'll ask no more. 
Than just a Highland welcome. 

t BuroB made a cour to the HigliUada in 1787. 
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LIBERTY. t A FRAGMENT. 

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heatha among, 
Tbee, famed for martial deed and sacred song. 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes; 
Where is that soul of Freedom fled ? 
Immingkd with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath the hallow'd turf where Wallace lies ! 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ve the hero's sleep. 
Nor give the coward secret breath. 

Is this the power in Freedom's war. 

That wont to bid the battle rage i 
Behold that eye which shot immortal hate. 

Crushing the despot's proudest bearing. 
That ann which, nerved with thundering fate, 

Brav'd usurpation's boldest daring ! 
One quench'd in darkness like the sinking star, 
And one the palsied arm of tottering, powerless ag'e. 

t Bums WTOM to Mrs. Dunlop fiain Ctstle Uougis 
Ihe 35lh June, i794, 

" Here in a solitary inn, in a solitary Tillage, am 
hy myself, to amuae my btoodinf; fancy aa I may." ..." I ain 
just piini; to troubie your critical panenoe with the first 
sketch of a stania I have been framing as I paced along the 
road. The aubject is Liberty, You knoir, my honnurHd 
Wend, how dear the theme is to me. I design it a 
guW Ode for General Washington's birth -day. After baring 
tnentioDed the degeneracy of otber Kingdoms, I came to 
Scollwid thus : 

Thee, Caledonia, ic." 

No more of this Poem lias been found ; but Mr, Allan 
Cunningham says " frspnientary strains were numerous 
amon^ the Poet's papers." 
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ELEGYt ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT 
EUlSSEAUX.j 

Now Robin lies in his last lair. 

He'll ga,bble rhyme, nor sing nae mair, 

Cauld poverty, wi" hungry stare, 

Nae mair shall fear him : 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care 

E'er mair come near him. 

To tell the tnitli, they seldom fash't him. 
Except the moment that they crush 't him ; 
For suue as chance or fate had husht 'em, 

Tho' e'er sae short. 
Then wi' a rhyme or sang he lasht 'em, 

And thought it sport. 

Tho' he was bred to kintra wark. 

And counted was baith wight and stark. 

Yet that was never Rabin's mark 

To mak a man ; 
But tell him, he was leam'd and clark. 

Ye roos'd him than ! 



wM probably written nbouC Cbat ti 
t Ruisseaui — a pla^ upon his o 
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ANSWER TO VERSES ADDRESSED TO THE POET 



1 MIND it veel, in early date, 

When I was beardless, young and blate, 

An" first could thresh the bam. 
Or hand a yokin at the pleugb, 
An' tho' forfoughten sair eneugh, 

Yet unco proud to learn : 
When first amang the yellow com 

A man I reckon'd was, 
And wi' the lave ilk merry mom 
Could rank my rig and lass. 
Still shearing, and clearing 

The tither stooked raw, 

Wi' claivers, an' haivers, 

Wearing the day awa. 

Ev'n then a wish, (I mind its power,) 
A wish that to my latest hour. 

Shall strongly heave my breast ; 
That 1 for poor auld Scotland's sake. 
Some usefii' plan, or beuk could make, 

Or sing a Sang at least. 



t The lady lo irhom these venee nre addreesed was the 
ale Mrt. Scott, of Waachope, who was both ■ punter 
uid a pneteEa ; and AUru CnDiiingham, u ■ apecimeii a( 
ler skill in Terae, has given the copy of her letter to Buras, 
o n-hich this WHS Uie aosirer. 
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63 THE POEMS 

The rough bur- thistle, spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, 

1 turn'd the weeder-dipa aside. 

An' apar'd the symbol dear ; 

No nation, no station, 

My envy e'er could raise ; 
A Scot still, but blot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 

But still the elements o' sang 

In formless jumble, right an' wrang, 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
Till on that har'st I said before, 
My partner in the merry core, 

She rous'd the forming strain : 
1 see her yet, the sonsie quean. 

That lighted up her jingle. 
Her witching smile, her pauky een. 
That gart my heart-strings tingle ; 
1 fired, inspired, 

At ev'ry kindling keek, 

But bashing, and dashing, 

I feared aye to speak. 

Health to the sex, ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi' merry dance in winter days. 

An' we to share in common : 
The gust o'joy, the balm of woe, 
The saul o' life, the heav'n below. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 

Be mindfu' o' your mither : 
She, honest woman, may tliink shame 
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That ye're connected with her, 
Ye're wae men, ye're nae men, 

That slight the loely dears ; 
To shame ye, disclaim ye, 

Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you, no bred to bam and byre, 
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you for your line : 
The marbled plaid ye kindly spare. 
By me should gratefully be ware ; 

'Twad please me to the nine. 
I'd be mair vauntie o' my hap. 

Douce hingin' owre my curple, 
Than onj ermine ever lap. 
Or proud imperial purple. 

Fareweel then, lang heal then, 

An" plenty be your fa' : 
May losses and crosses 
Ne'er at your hallan ca*. 

Mircb, 1787. 



TO J. LAPRAIK.t 

Sept. 13th, 1785. 
GuiD speed an' furder to you Joliny, 
Guid health, hale ban's and weather bony ; 

t This is the third Epistle from Burns to Laprsik. Allan 
CmmingbBni says, it was published by Laprait in the col- 
Iddoo of his own poema, but it does not occur therein, nor 
in any edition of Burns' Works prepared by himself. Cro- 
ni«k, however, printed it among the ReUques of Buina, 
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Now when ye're nickan down (a' cany 
The staff o' bread. 

May ye ne'er want a stoup o' brany 

To clear your head. 

May Boreas never (Jiresh your rigs. 
Nor kick your rickles aff their legs, 
Sendin' the stuff o'er muirs an' hags 

Like drivin" wrack ; 
But may the tapmast grain that wags 

Come to the sack. 

I'm bizzie too, an' skelpin' at it, 
But bitter, daudin showers hae wat it, 
Sae my auld stumpie pen I gat it 

Wr muckle wark. 
An' took my joctelegi- an" whalt it. 

Like ony clerk. 

It's now twa month that I'm your debtor. 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abusin' me for harsh ill-nature 

On holy men. 
While Deil a hair yoursel ye're better, 

But mair proiane. 

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells. 
Let's sing about our nohle sels ; 
We'll cry nae jads frae heathen hills 

To help, or roose us, 
But browster wives | an' whiskie stills, 

They are the Muses. 

t A knife. $ AleLauae wivi^e. 
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Your friendship. Sir, I winna quat it, 

An' if ye malt objections at it, 

Then ban' in nieve some day we'll knot it. 

An' witness take. 
An' when wi' Usquebae we've wat it 

It winna break. 

But if the beast and branlcs be spar'd 
Till kye be gauD without the herd, 
An' a' the vittel in the yard, 

An' theckit right, 
1 mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

Then muse-inspirin' aqua-vitee 

Shall make us baith sae blithe an' witty, 

Till ye foi^t yc're auld an' gatty. 

An' be as canty 
As ye were nine years less than thretty. 

Sweet ane an' twenty ! 

But stooks are cowpetf wi' the blast, 
An* now the sinn keeks in the west, 
Then I maun rin amang the rest 

An' quit my chanter ; 
Sae I subscribe mysel in haste, 

Your's, Rab the Ranter. I 



t Tumbled over. 

t " It U rery probable," aays Cromeli, "that the Poet 
thus named binueir after the ' Border Piper,' ao apiritedlj 
introduced into the popular aoag of ' Msggie Lauder.' " 
" For I'm B piper to mv trade, 
Mt name is Rob tht'RanUr : 
The lusea loop is they were dafl, 
When I bitw up my chanter." 
VOL, II. F 
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TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH .• 

EKCLOSIN6 A COPV Of HOLY HlLLIEt PRAVEft, 



Sept. ITtli, 1785. 
While at the stook the shearers cowr 
To shun the bitter blaudio' show'r, 
Or in gulraTBge rinnin scour 

To pass the time, 
To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My muaie, tir'd wi" monie a sonnet 

On gown, an' ban', an' douse black bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she's done it. 

Lest they shou'd blame her, 
An' rouse their holy thunder on it, 

Aud anathem her. 

I own 'twas rash, and rather hardy. 
That I, a simple countra bardie, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack so sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me, 
Can easy, wi' a single wordie. 

Loose hell upon me. 

■ ThU Episde. anja Mr. Allui Cuaniogliam, veas ad- 
dressed to a very worthy minister in the nest of Scotland, 
who beliered and prenched the New Light. It waa written 
HI an envelope to " Holy Willie'a prayer," of whicb Mr. 
H'Mwii hod requested a cop;. 
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But 1 gae mad at their grimaces. 
Their eighin', cantin", grace-proud faces, 
Their three-mile prayers, and hauf-mile graces. 

Their raxin' conscience, 
AVhase greed, revenge, an' pride disgraces 

Waur not their nonsense. 

There's Gaun.t miska't want than a beast, 
Wha has mair honour in his breast 
Than monie scores as guid's the priest 

Wha sae abus'd him ; 
An' may a bard no crack his jest 

What way they've us'd him '. 

See him, X the poor man's friend in need. 
The gentleman in word an' deed. 
An' shall his fame an' honour bleed 

By worthless skellums. 
Ad' no a muse erect her head 

To cowe the bleilums ? 

O Pope, had 1 thy satire's darts 
To gie the rascals their deserts, 
I'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts, 

An' tell aloud 
Their ju^lin' hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 

God knows, I'm no the thing 1 shon'd be, 
Nor am I even the thing I could be, 

I UiTiii Hamilton, Esq. 

t Boms introduced tLe tnro first lines of this stnnia into 
big " Dedication" to Mr. Hamillon. 
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But, twenty times, I rather would be 
An atlieist clean. 

Than under gospel colours hide be, 
.lust for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass. 
An honest man may like a lass. 
But mean revenge, an' malice fause, 

He'll still disdain. 
An' then cry zeal for e:ospel laws, 

Like some we ken. 

They tak religion in their mouth ; 
They talk o' mercy, grace, an' truth. 
For what ? to gie their malice skouth 

On some puir wight, 
An' hunt him down, o'er right an' ruth. 

To ruin straight. 

All hail, Religion I maid divine ! 
Pardon a muse sae mean as mine. 
Who in her rough imperfect line 

Thus daurs to name thee ; 
To stigmatize false friends of tliine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 

Tito' blotch't an' foul wi' monie a stain, 

An' far unworthy of thy train, 

Wi' trembling voice 1 tune my strain 

To join wi' those. 
Who boldly daur thy cause maintain 
In spite o' foes : 
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In spite o' crowds, iq spite o' mobs, 
In spite of uiidermiDiugJobs, 
In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At wortb an' merit. 
By scoundrels, even wi' holy robes, 

But hellish spirit. 

O Ayr ! my dear, my native ground I 
Within thy presbytereal bound, 
A candid lib'ral band la found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as christians too, renowu'd. 

An' manly preachers. 

Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ; 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 
An' some, by whom your doctrine's blam'd, 

(Which giea you honour). 
Even, Sir, by them your heart's esteetn'd. 

An' winning manner. 

Pardon this freedom 1 have ta'en, 
An' if impertiaent I've been. 
Impute it not, good Sir, in ane 

Whase heart ne'er kvrang'd ye, 
But to his utmost would -befriend 

Ought that belang'd ye. 
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TO GAVIN HAMILTON. ESQ. MAUCHLINE.' 



Mo^ville, May 3, 178' 
I HOLD it, Sir, my bonnden duty, 
To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M'Gaun.f 
Was here to lure the lad away 
'Bout whom ye spak the tither day. 

An' wad hae don't afT ban' : 
But lest he learn the callan tricks. 

As faith I muckle doubt him, 
IJke scrapin' out auld Cnimmie's nicks, 
An' tellin' lies about them ; 
As lieve tlien I'd have then, 

Your clerkship he should aair. 
If sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Altho' 1 say't, he's gleg enough, 

An' 'bout a house that's rude an' rough. 

The boy might leam to swear; 
But then wi' you, he'll be sae taught. 



' t Cromelt eays, " MasWr Tootie then lived in Mauchline ; 
a dealer in Cowa. It was bia comiaaD practice to cut the 
nicks OT markiziga Jrom the homa of cattle, to diegoiae their 
age. He was an artful trick-conlriTing character ; hence 
he is called a Snick-drairer. Burns styles the Devil, in his 
address to tlat personage, " an auld, mick-iirawitig dog." 
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An' get sic fair example straught, 

I hae Da ony fear. 
Ye'll catechize him every quirk. 

An' shore htm weel wi' hell ; 

An' gar him follow to the kirk 

— Aye when ye gang yourael. 
If ye then, maun be then 

Free hame this comin' Friday, 
Then please. Sir, to lea'e. Sir, 
The orders wi" your lady. 

My word of honour I hae gi'en, 

In Paisley John's, that night at e'en, 

To meet the Warld's wonn : 
To try to get the twa to gree, 
An' name the airles' an' the fee. 

In legal mode an' fonn : 
I ken he weel a snick can draw, 

When simple bodies let him ; 
An' if a Devil be at a'. 

In faith he's sore to get him. 
To phrase you an' praise you. 

Ye ken your Laureat scorn*: 
The pray'r still, you share still, 
Of grateful Minstrel Burns. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. M'ADAM. 



Of MY POETIC 0*iEEB, 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 
" See wha taks notice o' the Bard 1" 

1 lap and cry'd fu' loud. 

" Now deil-ma-care about their jaw, 
" The senseless, gawky million; 

" I'll cock my nose abooo them a', 
" I'm toos'd by Craigen-Gillan !" 

'Twas noble, Sir : 'twas hke yoursel. 
To grant your high protection : 

A great man's smile, ye ken fu' neel. 
Is aye a blest infection. 

Tho', by his banes wha in a tub 
Match'd Macedonian Sandy ! 

On my aln legs, thro' dirt and dub, 
I independent stand ay. — 

And when those leigs to gude, warm kc 
Wi' welcome canna bear me ; 

A lee dykc'side, a sybow-tail. 
And barley-scone shall cheer me. 
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Heaven spare you laog to kiss the breath 

O' mony flow'iy gimmers 1 
And bless your bonie lasses baith, 

Tm tald they're loosome kimmeTs! 

And God bless young Dunaskin's laird. 

The blossom of our gentry ! 
And may he wear au auld man's beard, 

A credit to his country. 



TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL. OLENRIDDEL. 

EITEHPOKE LINES OH KBTDBNlNa A NeWSPACEE." 

Ellisland, Mooda; Eiening. 

YouK News and Review, Sir, I've read through 
and through. Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming ; 
The papers are barren of home-news or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends the Reviewers, those shippers and 
hewers. 

Are judges of mortar and stone. Sir ; 
But of meet, or unmeet, in a fabrick complete, 

III boldly pronounce they are none. Sir. 

My goose-quill too rude is to tell all your goodness 
Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet; 

Would to God I had one Uke a beam of the sun, 
And then all the world. Sir, should know it t 



...Cooylt^ 



TO TERRAUGHTY.t ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

Health to the Maxwells' vet'ran Chief! 
Health, aye unsour'd by care or grief: 
Inspir'd, I turn'd Fate's sibyl leaf 

Tiui natal mom, 
1 see thy life is stuff o' prief, 

Scarce quite half worn. 

This day thou metes threescore eleven. 
And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The second-sight, ye ken, is given 

To ilka Poet) 
On thee a tack o' seven times seven 

Will yet bestow it. 

If envious buckles view wi' sorrow 

Thy lenglhen'd days on this blest morrow. 

May desolation's lang-teeth'd harrow, 

Nine miles an hour, 
Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunstane stoure — ' 

But fur thy friends, and they are monie, 
Baith honest men and lasses bonie. 
May couthie fortune, kind and cannie. 

In social glee, 
Wi' mornings blithe and e'enings funny 

Bless them and thee ! 

t John Maxwell, of Temughty md Munsbee, near Du 

fries, waa then ahore aeTsnt; jean of age, and suivii 
Burns twenty yaara. 
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Fareweel, auld birkie ! Lord be Bear ye. 
And theo the Dei) be daor na steer ye : 
"Yoiir ftiends aye love, your fees aye fear ye ; 

For me, shame fe' me, 
If neist my heart I dinna wear ye 

While Burns they ca' me. 



Edinbn^h, Mareh 17lb, 1788. 
Fair Empress of the Poet's soul. 

And Queen of Poetesses ; 
Clarinda, take this little boon. 

This humble pair of glasses. 

* Of tbe nqmerona Fair who were the objects of Burns' 
admintion, tmd whose charms he celebrated, none wers 
more distingoiihed in hje history than the beautiful " Cla- 
rinds." TMa Isdjr was Agnes Cisig, a consin of the late 
Lord Craig, one of the Leida of Session, She made the 
Poet's Bcquaintance at Edinburgh in the winter of 1787, 
and was then tbenife of Mr. M'Lehose. A platonic friend- 
sbip BDSued, and many of hia letters to her as " Clarinda," 
signed " Sylvander," ( " he liked," he said, " the idea of Arca- 
dAn names in a commerce of that kind,") were published in 
180S. Besides great personal attractions Mrs. M'Lebose 
w«s a follower of the Mnsea, and Bums ^rna alludes to 
one of her ptodnetiona : " 

'■ Your last verses to me hsTe so delighted me, that I 
faave got an excellent old Scots air that suits the measure ; 
and you shall see them in print in the Scots Maaical Mu- 
seum, a work published by a friend of mine in this town. 
I want four stanras. You gave me but three ; and one of 
them alladed to an expression in my fbrmei letter. So 1 
hare taken vour two Teises, with a slight altsniion in the 
second, and have added a third ; but you must help me to 
a fourth. Here they are. The latter half of the firal stania 
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And fill them high with generous juice, 

As generous as your mind ; 
And pledge me in the generous toast — 

" The whole of human kind !" 

" To those who love us !" — second fill ; 

But not to those whom we love ; 
Lest we love those who love not ua ! 

A thhd — " to thee and me. Love 1"' 



Var. ' In ■ MS. in Bums' hud, the following additioaa) 

Long may ve live ! Long may we lore ! 

And limg ms; ire be happy '. 
And may we never want a gleas, 

Well oharg'd with generoua nappy ! 

wonld hare been worthy of Sappho, I am in raptnrM 

T*LK not of Lore, it gires me pain. 

For Lore has been my foe ; 
He bound me with an iron chain, 

And sunk ma deep in woe. 



P. 3. What wonld you think of thia for a fourth Btaaial 
Yonr thought, if Love muat harbour there, 

Conceal it in that thought. 
Nor cause me from my btaom tear 
The reiy friend I sought. " 
These reraee were inserted in the second Tolume of the 
Muaical Museum. 

It is evident from Bums' letters, which are singularly 
rapCuiouH and enthuiiutic, that Cbrinda's &te was not a 
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THE VOWELS. 
A TALE. 



TwASwheretbebirchaDd sounding thongareply'd, 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride ; 
Wbere ignorance her darkening vapour throws, 
And cruelty directs the thickening blows ; 
Upon a time. Sir Abece the great, 



happj one ; bat het biatory does not eeem to have been yet 

Een to the public. It is remarkable, that Burns, and all 
bio^pheis, speak of her as being then a Tddow, notwith- 
BlBiHluig her husband was living at Jamaica in 1809 ; that 
the Poet himself says, in one of his letters to her, ' Your 
penon is unappnncli^le by the laws of vour country ; and 
be loves you not as I do who would maiie you miserable ; ' 
•nd that in another letter he alludes, emphatically, (o a cir- 
cumrtawe, the occarreoce of which would no longer separate 
them. Bums' admiration was not confined to hia epistles 
to her, for in a letter to Mr. Richard Urown, dated Edin- 
burgh, 30th December, 1787, he said. ■ Almighty love still 
reigns and revels in my bosom ; and I am at ttia moment 
ready to hang myself for a young Edinburgh widow, who 
baa wit and wisdom more murderously (Btal than Che assas- 
wnating stiletto of the Sicilian banditti, or the poisoned arrow 
of the savage Catiican. My highland dirk, that used to 
bang beside my crotches, I have eravely removed into a 
neighbouring closet, the key of which I cannot command, in 
case of spring-tide paroxysms. You may guess of ber wit 
by the following verses, which she sent me the other day. 
■Talk not of love,' &c." 
The following recent account of" Ctarinds," which occurs 
in knote. written in February, 18ST, to the Memoir of Lord 
Craig, in Kay's " Edinborgh Portraits," will be read with 
interest. 



rinda of Bums, who is still living in Edinburgh, and « 
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In all his pedagogic powers elate, 

Hia awful chair of state resolves to mount. 

And call the trembling Vowels to account. 

First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight. 
But ah ! deform 'd, dishonest to the sight ! 
Hia twisted head look'd backward on his way. 
And flagrant from the scourge, he grunt«d, at ! 

Reluctant, E stalk'd in ; with piteous race 
The jostling tears ran down his hooest face ! 
That name, that well-worn name, and all his own, 
Pale he surrenders at the tyrant's throne ! 
The pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And next, the title following close behind. 
He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assign'd. 

The cobweb'd gothic dome resounded, Y ! 
In sullen vengeance, 1, disdained reply ; 
The pedant swung his felon cui^l round. 
And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground ! 

In rueful apprehension enter'd 0, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe ; 

left aa annuity hy Ms Lordahip. Sfae ia now nearly eighty 
jeaia a( age, but enjoys excellent health. We found bar 
■itting in the pBrlour. with some papers on the table. Her 
kppeerance at £rat betrayed a little of that langour and apa- 
thy which attend age and solitude ; but the moment ahe 
comprehended the object of our riait, her countenance, wbieli 
even yet retains the lineaments of what Clarinda m^ay )w 
supposed (o haie been, became aaimaCed and intelligent. 
' That,' Bsid ahe. riaing np and pointiag to an engraring 
over tbe mantelpiece, ' ia a liteneas of my relative (Lord 
Craig) about whom yon have heeo inquiring. He was the 
best friend 1 erer had.' After a little tarther coaversation 
about his lordship, she directed our attention to a picture 
of Boms, by Horsburgb, after Taylor, un the opposite wall 
of the apartment. " Vou will know who that is — it was 
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Th' Inquisitor of Spain the most expert, 
Might there have learnt new mysteries of his art : 
So grim, deform'ti, with horroTB entering U, 
His dearest friend and biother scarcely knew ! 

As trembling U stood staring all aghast. 
The pedant in his left hand clutch'd him feat. 
In helpless in&nts' tears he dipp'd his r^ht, 
Baptiz'd him en, and kick'd him from his sight. 



A LtTfLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight. 
And still his precious self his dear delight ; 
Who loves his own smart shadow in the streets 
Better than e'er the fiiirest she he meeta : 
A man of iashion too, he made his tour, 
Leam'd vive la bagatelle, et vive I'amour ; 
So trayel'd monkeys their grimace improve, 

Cswud to me by Canitable uid Co- for baring simply 
lued, wfau I kneir to b« true, that the likeness waa 
good." We spoke of the correBpondence betwixt tbs PoM , 
and CUrinds, at which >he smiled , and pleauntly remuked * 
aa the great change which the lapse of so many yens bid 
produced on ber pereonal appearance. Indeed, any obser- 
TttioD respecting Bams seemed to affitrd ber pleasure ; and 
she laughed st * little anecdote we told of him, wbi^ aha 
had never before heard. Having prolonged ont iolrusioa 
to tbe limits of courtesy, and conversed on various topics, 
we took leave of the veneiable lady, highly gratified by the 



- * The following Sketch seems to be one of a Series, 
intended &r a projected work, undei the title of" The Poet's 
Progresa.'* This character was sent as a apecimeu, accom- 
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Polish their ^d, nay, sigh for ladies' lore. 
Much specious lore, but little understood ; 
Veneering oft outshines the sohd wood : 
His solid sense — by inches you must tell, 
But mete his cunning by the old Scots ell ; 
His middling vanity, a busy fiend. 
Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 



PROLOGUE FOR MR. SUTHERLAND'S 
BENEFIT-NIGHT, DUMFRIES-t 

What needs this din about the town o' Lon'on, 
How this new play an' that new sang is comin' ? 
Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted? 
Does nonsense mend like whisky, when imported ? 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for iame, 
Will try to gie us sangs and plays at hame? 
For comedy abroad he need na toil, 

Janied hvi letter to Proresaor Dugnld Stewart, dated EIlu- 
ind.SOtli January, 1789, in whicb it ia thus noticed : " The 
fr^meat b^aoin^, ' A little, upriEbt, pert, tart,' Inc. 1 
hare not shown to msn tiring, till I dow aend it to you. 
It forma the pOBtulnta.tlieBiioinB.the definition or a chaiac- 
ter, which, if il appear at all, shall be placed in a rariety of 
lights. This partiuular part I send you merety as B aampla 
of my band at portrait alietehinj;, but, test idle conjecture 
should pretend to point out the original, please to let it ba 
for your single, sole inspection." 

} To William Nicol, Burns wrote on the 9th February, 
1790, saying, " For die test two or three months, on ao 
arerage, I have not ridden leas than two hundred miles per 
week. I hare done little iu the poetic way. 1 have giten 
Hr. Sutherland two Prologues, one of which was delirered 
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A fool and knave are planU of every soil; 

Not Deed he bunt as far as Rome and Greece 

To gather matter for a serioua piece ; 

There's themes eaow in Caledonian story. 

Would show the tragic muse in a' her glory. 
Is there no daring Bard will rise, and tell 

How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fell ? 
Where are the Muses fled that could produce 

A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce ; 

How here, even here, he first unsheath'd the sword 
'GaiDSt mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And aHer monie a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wrench 'd his dear country from the jaws of niin ? 
O for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene. 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen ! 
Vain all tb' omaipoteDce of female charms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's ahns. 
She fell, but fell witli spirit truly Roman, 
To glut the vengeance of a rival woman : 
A woman, tho' the phrase may seem uncivil, 
As able and as cruel as the Devil ! 
One Douglas lives in Home's immortal page. 
But Douglases were heroes every age : 
And tho' your Others, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas follow 'd to the martial strife. 
Perhaps, if bowls row right, and right succeeds, 
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 
As ye hae generous done, if a' the land 
Would tak the Muses' servants by the hand ; 
Not only hear, but patronize, befriend them, 
And whereyejnstly can commend, commend them; 
And aibtins when they winna stand the test. 
Wink hard and say, the folks hae done their best ! 
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Would a.' the land do this, then I'll be caution, 
Ye'll soon hae Poets o' the Scottish nation, 
Will gm fame blaw until her trumpet crack, 
And warele time an' lay him on his back ! 

For us and for our stage should osie spier, 
" Whase aughtthaechielsmaksa' this bustle here ?" 
My best leg foremost, I'll set up my brow, 
We hae the honour to belong to you ! 
We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like. 
But like good mithers, shore before ye strike — 
And gratefu' still I hope ye'll ever find us, 
For a' the patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got free a' professions, sets and ranks : 
God help us I we're but poor — ye'se get but thanks. 



ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. t 

SKETCH. 

Foit Lords or Kings I dinna mourn, 
E'en let them die — for that they're born : 
But oh ! prodigious to reflec' ! 
A Towmont, Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
O Eighty-eight, in thy sma' space 
What dire events hae taken place ! 
Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us ! 
In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire's tint a head. 
And my auld teeihless Bawtie's dead ! 

t This Elegy wu prinCed in the GUigow eallMtion in 
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The tuhie's sair 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
And 'tween our Magma's twa wee cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bludie devil, 
But to the hen-birda nnco civil ; 
The tither's something dour o' treadin, 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden. 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit, 
An' cry till ye be haerse an" roupet. 

For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weel. 

And gied you a' batth gear an' meal ; 

E'en monie a ptack, and monie a peck. 

Ye ken yoursels, for little feck. 
Ye bonnie lasses, dight your een. 

For some o' you hae tint a frien' ; 

In Eighty-eight ye ken, was ta'en 

What ye'll ne'er hae to gie again. 
Observe the vera nowt an' sheep. 

How dowf and daviely they creep ; 

Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 

For E'mbrugh wells are gnitten dry. 
O Eighty-nine, thou's but a bairn, 

An* no owre autd, I hop^, to learn ! 

Thou beardless boy. I pray tak care, 

Thou now has got thy daddies chair, 

Nae hand-cufTd, mizzl'd, hap-shackl'd Regent, 

But, like himsel, a lull free agent. 

Be sure ye follow out the plan 

Nae waur than he did, honest man : 

As muckle better as you can. 

JiudbtjI, 1789. 
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VERSES WRITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT 



MARCH 19th, 1787. 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleas'd. 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure ! 
thou, my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother in the Muses, 
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate ! 
Why is the Bard unpilied by the world. 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ? 



O'er the mist-shrouded cliffs of the lone mountain 
straying, 

Where the wild winds of winter nicessantly rave, 
What woes wring my heartwhile intently surveying' 

The storm's gloomy path on the breast of the 

Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail. 

Ere ye toss me afar from my lov'd native shore; 

Wherethe flower which bloom'd sweetest in Coila's 
green vale. 
The pride, of my bosom, my Mary's no more. 
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'Nomore by thebanksof the streamlet we'll wander. 

And smikaltheinooa'sninplediacein the wave; 

No more shall my arms cling with fondness around 

For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her 

No more shall the soft thrill of love warm my breast, 
I haste widt the storm to a far distant shore ; 

Where unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall rest, 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



DELIA* 

AN ODE. 

Fair the fece of orient day. 
Fair the tints of op'ning- rose; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns. 
More lovely far her beauty blows. 

Sweet the lark's wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
But, Delia, more delightful still 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

* Allan CunniDgbuu gives the fallonJDg nadilion about 
this Ode, but baa, he bbjb, boidg suBpicion tliat it was not 
written by Buma : '' One daj when the Poet was at Brown- 
hill, in Nitbadale, ■ friend read some versea composed after 
tbe pattern of Pope's song, br a person of quality, and aaid, 
' BnmB, this ia bejond you -. the Moae of Kyle cannot match 
th« Muse of London city.' The Foet took Uie paper, 
hnmmed the verBea oier, and then recited Delia, an Ode." 
Another account of tbia Ode occnrs in the Life of Buraa in 
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The flower- enamour'd busy bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse 
To the sun-brown 'd Arab's hp ; 

But, Delia, on thy balmy hps 

let me, no vagrant insect, rove ! 

O let me steal one liquid kiss 1 

For oh ! my soul is parch'd with love ! 



The lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare. 

Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath' the western wave ; 

Th' inconstant blast honl'd thro' the daik'ning air. 
And hollow whistl'd in the rocky cave. 



V»r. ' bejond. 

th« " Lives of Scottish Foeta," ISmo. 1899, where it ianid 
ttiat the Poet sent a copy of it to the Editor of the London 
Evening Star with this fetter : 

" Mr. Printer, — IftheprodacHons ofaBimpleplouehnum 
can merit a place in the a«ine paper with Sylvester Otwiy, 
and (he other favouritea of the Muses who illuminste The 
Star with the lustre of gBDioa, your insertion of the incloaed 
trifle will be succeeded by future conununicstions from 
yours, &c. R. bvBHa. 

" Ellislsnd, near Dumfriea, I8th May, 1789." 

* Sir Jaiaes HuDter Blair died in 1787. These veraes 
hare been collated with a copy in Bums' own hand, and the 
materia] vaiialiona are painted oat. 
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Lone as I wander'd by each cliffasd dell. 

Once the lov'd haunta of Scotia's royal traia ;t 

Or mus'd where limpid streama, once hallow'd, 
well, t 
Or mould'ring; ruins mark the sacred faiie.^ 

Th'increasing blast roar'd round the beetling rocks. 
The clouds swift-wing'd flew o'er the starry sky. 

The gn^antng trees untimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east. 

And 'mong the cUfis disclos'd a stately form. 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast. 
And mix'd her waitings with the raving storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 

Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I view'd : 

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe, 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war, 
Rectin'd that banner, erst in fields unfurl'd, 

That like a deathlul meteor gleam'd afar. 

And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the world. — 

" My patriot son fills an untimely grave !" 
With accents wild and lifted arms she cried ; 

" Low lies the hand that oft was stretch 'd to save. 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with honest 'pride! 

Vnr. ' honor's, 
r The King's Park, ti Ilolyiood flouse. R. B. 
f St. Anthonj'a Well. R. B. Burns wrote origbsllj, 

Or mus'd where erst revered walers well. 
§ St. Anthony's Chapel. R. B. 
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" A weeping country joins a. widow's tear. 

The heljiless poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 
The drooping arts surround their patron's bier. 

And grateful science heaves the heartfelt sigh. — 
" I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 

I saw fair Freedom's blossoms richly blow ; 
But, ah ! how hope is born but to expire ! 

Relentless fate has laid their guardian low. — 
*' My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung, 

- While empty greatness saves a worthless name ? 
No: BTCry Muse shall join her tuneful tongue, 

And future ages hear his growing fame. 
" And I will join a motlier's tender cares. 

Thro' future times to make his virtues last. 
That distant years may boast of other Blairs," — 

She said, and vanished with the sweeping blast. 



WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPY 



Once fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear. 
Sweet early object of my jouthful vows. 

Accept this mark of friendsliip. waim, sincere ; 
Friendship ! 'tis all cold duly now allows. 

* The name of tie person to whom these Tarses are 
addressed is not known. They were eTidsutly written in 
1786. soon after the publication of the lirst editiott of bis 
Poema^ and when ho contemplated settling in the West 
Indies. He did not insert them ia any edition of his Works. 
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And when you read the simple artless rhymes, 
One friendly sigh for him, h^ asks no more, 

Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes. 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 



Thou's welcome, wean 1 mishanter fa' n 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy. 
Shall ever danton me, or awe me, 



• Bnmahadanill^ilimntedaughtorby EliiBbethPaton, 
of Lugieude. who wn^ doubtless the " Sonsie, sniirkiiig, 
dear-bought Bess," mentioned in " The Inventary," id Fe- 
bruary, 1786, (Tid« vol. i. p. 269,) and tbe " bonnie Betty" 
of these Teraea. In eonseciuence of bia intention to go t« 
JatnaicB. he executed ■ deed at Moss|;ie1, on tbe SSnd of 
July, 1786, whereby he " ackoowledKed bimself tbe father 
of a child named Elizabeth, begot upon Elizabeth Pston, in 
Lai^eiide," and after atating that bis brother, Gilbert Bums, 
had undertaken to support and educate the in&nt, ha as- 
signed to him sit such effects as he should leave behind him 
on bis departure from this kingdom, together irtth the pro- 
fits aiiaiug from the publicatian of bis Poems then in the 
preaa ; and he gave the copyright tbereof to him in trust for 
her afrer she should attain the age of fif^eeo. This inte- 
resting document bss been lately printed in Mr. Allan Cun- 
ningham's edition of Bums' Works (vol. riii. p. 217), 

The connection to which the child owed its eiistence, 
seems to be figurativelT alluded to in Burns' Epistle to Ran- 
kine, (vol. i. p. S04). ' She married Mr. John Bi«bop, orer- 
aeer st Polkenunet, and is said to bsf e resembled the Poet 
more than any of hia other children. Mrs. Bishop died on 
the 8th December, 1817. The " Welcome" was not in- 
serted in any edition of the Poet's works prepared by him- 
self, but vas printed in a collection of some of hia pieces at 
Glasgow, in 1801. 
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My sweet wee lady. 
Or if I blush when Uiou shah ca' me 
Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonnie Betty, 
1 fatherly will kiss and daut thee, 
As dear an' near my heart I set thee 

Wi' as ^de will, 
As a' the priests had seen me get thee 

That's out o' hell. 

What tho' they ca' me fornicator, 
An" tease my name in kJntra clatter: 
The mair they talk I'm kent the better. 

E'en let them clash ; 
An auld wife's tongue's a feckless matter 

To gie ane tash. 

Sweet fruit o' monie a merry dint. 

My funny toil is now a' tint, 

Sin' thou came to the narld asklent, 

Which fools may scoff at 
In my last plack thy part's be io't — 

The better haffot 

An' if thou be what I wad hae thee. 
An' tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 
A lorin' father I'll be to thee. 

If thou be spar'd ; 
Thro' a' thy childish years I'll ee thee. 

An' think't weel war'd. 

Gude grant that thou may aye inherit 
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit, 
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An' thy poor worthless daddy's spirit, 
Without hia failins, 

'Twill please me mair to hear an' see't. 
Than stock it mailics. 



LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, KILMARNOCK. 

ON THE PCBLICATIUN OP HIS £S3AVS.t 

O Goudie! terror o' the Whigs, 
Dread o' black coats and rev'rend wigs. 
Sour Bigotry, on her last l^s, 

Girnin' looks back, 
^ishin' the ten ^yptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin' glowrin' Superstition, 

Waes me ! she's in a sad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black-Jock, her state physician. 

To see her water ; 
Alas ! there's ground o' great suspicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple, 
But now she's got an unco ripple ; 
Haste, gie her name up i' the chapel. 

Nigh unto death ; 
See how she fetches at the thcapple, 

An' gasps for breath. 
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Enthusiasm's past redemption, 

Gaen in a galloping consumption, 

Not a' the quacks, wi' a' their gumption, 

WiU ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulse giea strong presumption. 

Death soon will end her. 

Tis you and Taylor t are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mischief; 
But gin the Lord's ain focks gat leave, 

A loom tar-barrel 
An' twa red peats wad send relief, 

An' end the quarrel. • 



LETTEE TO JAMES TAIT, GLENCONNOR.t 

AuLD comrade dear and brither sinner. 
How's a' the folk about Glenconnor; 
How do you this blae eastlin wind. 
That's like to blaw a body blind ? 
For me, my faculties are frozen. 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 
I've sent you here by Johnie Simson, 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 
Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeUng, 

t Dr. Taylor of Norwich. 

f James Tait of Glenconnor is deacribed by Bnrns as 
" Old Glenconnor"—" My old friend,"— and ag " » worthy 
inteiligent farmer, my father's friend, and my own," in let- 
ters written eatly in 1TB8, acquainting his correspoadenta 
that he had consulted him respecting ^e farm of Ellialand. 
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An' Reid, to common sense appealing;. 
Pbilosophers have fought an' wrangled, 
An' meikle Greek ao' Latin mangled, 
Till wi' their logic-jai^on tir'd. 
An' in the deptb of Science mir'd. 
To common sense they now appeal. 
What wi?ea an' wabsters see an' feel. 
But, hark ye, friend, 1 charge you Btrictly, 
Peruse thetn, an' return them quickly. 
For now I'm grown sae cursed douse, 
1 pray an' ponder butt the house. 
My shins, my lane, I there sit roasUn', 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, an' Boston ; 
Till by an' by, if I hand on, 
I'll grunt a real Gospel-g^roan : 
Already I begin to try it. 
To cast my een up like a pyet. 
When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'ring an' gaspin in her gore ; 
Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 
A burning an' a shining light. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an' wale of honest men : 
When bending down wi' auld grey hairs. 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 
May he who made him still support him. 
An' views beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God bless them a' wi' grace and gear! 

My auld school-fellow. Preacher WilUe 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
An' Auchenbay, I wish him joy ; 
If he's a parent, lass or boy. 
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May he be dad, and Meg the mither. 

Just five-and-forty years thegitherl 

An' no foi^tting wabster Charlie, 

I'm tauld he offers very fairly. 

An' Lord, remember singing Sannock, 

Wi' hale-breeks, saxpence, an' a bannock. 

An' next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy ; 

An" her kind stars hae airted till her 

A good chiel wi' a pickle siller. 

My kindest, best respects 1 sen' it, 

To cousio Kate an' sister Janet; 

TeU them frae me, wi' chiels be cautious, 

For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashous : 

To grant a heart is fairly civil. 

But to grant a maidenhead's the devil. — 

An' lastly, Jamie, for yourset. 

May guardian angels tak a spell, 

An' steer you seven miles south o' hell : 

But first, before you see heav'n's glory. 

May ye get monie a merry story, 

Monie a laugh, and monie a drink, 

An' aye eneugh o' nee&' clink. 

Now fare ye weel, an" joy be wi' you. 
For my sake this I b^ it o' you. 
Assist poor Simson a' ye caD, 
Ye'U fin' him just an honest man ; 
Sae I conclude and quat my chanter, 
Your's, saint or sinner, 

Rob THE Ranteh.J 

i For > aote on this signature see p. 65 aule. 
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EPISTLE FROM ESOPUSfTO MARIA. 

From those drear solitudes and frowzy cells, 
Where infamy with sad repentance dwells; 
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal fast, 
And deal from iron hands the spare repast ; 
Where truant 'prentices, yet youn^ in sin, 
Blush at the curious stranger peeping in ; 
Where strumpets, relics of the drunken roar, 
Resolve to drink, nay half to whore, no more; 
Where tiny thieves not destin'd yet to swing. 
Beat hemp for others, riper for the string : 
From these dire scenes my wretched lines I date. 
To tell Maria her Esopus" fete. 

' Alas ! 1 feel 1 am no actor herel" 

Tis real hangmen, real scoui^es bear ! 

Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale 

Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale ; 

Will make thy hair, tho' erst from gipsy potl'd. 

By barber woven, and by barber sdd. 

Though twisted smooth witli Harry's nicest care, 

like hoary bristles to erect and stare. 

The hero of the mimic scene, no more 



t " The Esopus of this etmifs epistle," which ww 
printed by Mr. Allan Cunningham from Burns' own mann- 
script, WHS, he saya, " Willismson the actor, and the Maria 
to whom It is addressed was Mrs. Riddet," so often men- 
tioned. Neither the subject nor the style of this parody on 
Uw beginning of Pope's version of Eloise's Epistle to Abe- 
lard appear, howersr, to be peculiarly gaited for a lady's 
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I start in Hamlet, ia Othello roar; 

Or haughty Chiettaia, 'mid the din of arms, 

In Higblaad bonnet woo Malvina's charms ; 

While sans culottes stoop up the mountaio high, 

And steal from me Maria's prying eye. 

Bless'd Highland bonnet ! Oncemy proudest dress. 

Now prouder still, Maria's temples press. 

I see her wave thy towering plumes afar. 

And call each coxcomb to the wordy war. 

I see her face the Krst of Ireland's sons. 

And even out-Insh his Hibernian bronze; 

The crafty colonel leaves the tartan'd lines, 

For other wars, where he a hero shines ; 

The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred, 

Who owns a Bushbj's heart without the head ; 

Comes 'mid a string of coxcombs to display. 

That veni, vidi, vici, is his way ; 

The shrinking bard adown an alley slculks. 

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks; 

Though there his heresies in church and state 

Might well award him Muir and Palmer's fate : 

Still she undaunted reels and rattles on. 

And dares the public like a noontide sun. 

(What scandal called Maria's janty stagger. 

The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger? 

Whose spleen e'en worse than Burns's venom when 

He dips in gall unmix'd his eager pen, — 

And pours his vengeance in the burning line, 

Who christen 'd thus Maria's lyre divine ; 

TTie idiot strum of vanity bemused, 

And even th' abuse of poesy abused ! 

Who call'd her verse, a parish workhouse made 

For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or stray'd ?) 
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A workhouse t ah, that sound awakes my woes, 
And pillows on the thorn my rack'd repose ! 
In durance vile here must I wake and weep. 
And all my frowzy couch in sorrow Sleep ; 
Tliat straw where many a rogue has lain of yore. 
And vermin "d gipsies litter'd heretofore. 

Why, Lonsdale, thus thy wrath on vagrants pour. 
Must earth no rascal, save thyself, endure? 
Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell, 
A ad make a vast monopoly of hell ? 
Thou know'st, the virtues cannot hate thee worse. 
The vices also, must they club their curse ? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall, 
Because thy guilt's supreme enough for all ? 

Maria, send me too thy griefs and cares ; 
In all of thee sure thy Esopus shares. 
As thou at all mankind the flag' unfurls, 
Who on my fair-one satire's vengeance hurls ? 
Who calls thee, pert, affected, vain coquette,' 
A wit in folly, and a fool in wit? 
Who says that fool alone is not thy due, 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true? 
Our force united on thy foes we'll turn. 
And dare the war with all of woman bom : 
For who can write and speak as thou and I ? 
My periods that decyphering defy. 
And thy still matchless tongue that conquers all 
reply. 
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THE PO£MS 



ON A SUICIDE.t 



Earth'd up here lies an imp o' hell. 
Planted by Satan's dibble — 

Poor silly wretch, he's damn'd himsel' 
To save the Lord the trouble. 



A FAREWELL.} 

Fakewell, dear Friend ! may guid luck hit you, 
Attd, mang her favourites admit you ! 
If e'er Detraction shore to smit you. 

May nane believe him ! 
And ony De'il that thinks to get you, 

Good Lord deceive him. 



t Mr. Cunaingham Biys, " A melaochoty person of the 
name of Glendinniag having taken away bis own lire, was 
inlerred st a place called " The Old Cfaapel," close beside 
Dumfries. Mj friend Dr. Copland Hutchison happened 
to be vFalking oat that way : be aavr Bums with his foot on 
the grave, bis hat an his knee, and paper laid on his bat. 
on whicb be was writiui;. He then took tbe paper, tbruat it 
with his Gngei into llie red mould of tbe graye, and went 
away. This wastbeeboreepigTBm.andsucbwaslhe Poet's 
mode of publishing it." 

J Tbese lines formed the conclusion of a letter from Bums 
to Mr. Jobn Kennedy, dated Kilaumiock, August. 1786, 
in wbich he tbus speaks of bis intention lo go to Jamaica, 
and of the publication of his Poems : " On the 16th current, 
I hope to nave it in my power to call on yoa, and take a 
kind, very probably a last adieu, before 1 go for J^lmaica, 
and 1 eipect orders to repair to Greenock every day. 1 
bave at last made my public nppearance, and am solemnly 
inaugurated into tbe numerous class. Could I have had a 
carrier, you should have bad a score of vouchers forautbor- 
ship; but Qow you have them, let them speak for them- 
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THE rAREWELL.t 

Farewell, old Scotia's bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plams 

Where rich ananas blow ! 
Farewell, a mother's blessing- dear ! 
A brother's sigh ! a sialer'a tear ! 

My Jean's heartrending throe! 
Farewell, my Bess ! tho' thou'rt bereft 

Of my parental care ; 
A faithful brother I have left, 
My part in him thou'tt share ! 
Adieu too, to you too. 

My Smith, my bosom frien' ; 
When kindly you mind me, 
O then befriend my Jean ! 

When bursting anguish tears my heart! 
From thee, my Jeany, must 1 part ! 

Thou weeping answ'rest ' no !' 
Alas ! misfortune stares my face, 

t In theseaffoctiDg lines the Poet hag vividly pourtrajud 
his feelings on bia intended geparadon from bis native land, 
and fram all ivba were dear to bim, in the autumn of I78ti. 
He Blludea to evetj one who sbared his affections ; — bis 
mother; bis brother Gilbert; his illegidmate child Eliza- 
beth (see p. 39, ante), wboiu he hnd consi^ed to his bro- 
ther's care, and for n-boae support he had appropriated the 
copyright of his poems ; and to his friends Smith, Hunil- 
ton, and Aiken ; but in nothing be ever wrote was his af. 
(eclion for Jean Armour more tenderly or more naturally 
displayed. These verses were lirst printed in the Rev. - 
Air. pBul'a edition, published at Ayr, in 1819. 
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And points to ruin and disgrace, 

I for thy sake must go '. 
Thee Hamilton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu ! 
I, with a much-indebted tear, 
Shall still remember you t 
All'hail then, the gale then. 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore ! 
It rustles, and whistles 
I'll never see thee more ! 



EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 



FiMTRAY, my stay in worldly strife. 
Friend o' my Muse, friend o' my Mfe, 

Are ye as idle's I am ? 
Come then, v.i' uncouth, kiutra fleg. 
O'er Pegasus I'll fling my I^, 

And ye shall see me try him. 

I'll sing the zeal Drumlanrig bears 
Who lefl the all-important cares 

Of princes and their darlings ; 
And, bent on winning borough towns, 
Came shaking hands wi' wabster lowns, 

And kissing barefit carlins. 

Combustion thro' our boroughs rode 
Whistling his roaring pack abroad 
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Of mad unmuzzled lions; 
As Queensberrv buff and blue unfurl'd, 
And Weaterha" and Hopeton liurl'd 

To every Whig defiance. 

But cautibua Queensbeiry left the war, 
Th' unmanner'd dust might soil his star ; 

Besides, he hated bleeding ; 
But left behind him heroes bright. 

Heroes in Csesarean fight, 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O I for a throat like hug« Mons-meg, 
To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Dnunlaurig's banner ; 
Heroes and heroines commix, 
All in the field of politics. 

To win immortal honour. 

M'Murdo and his lovely spouse, 

(Th* enamour'd laurels kiss her brows !) 

Led OR the loves and graces : 
She won each gaping burgess' heart, 
While he, all-conqueiing, play'd his part 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarroch led a light-arm'd corps. 
Tropes, metaphors and figures pour, 

Like Hecla streaming thunder ; 
Glenriddel, skill'd in rusty coins, 
Blew up each Tory's dark designs. 

And bared the treason under. 

In either wing two champions fought, 



!;,■ Google 



Redoubted Staig, who set at nought 

The wildest sava^ Tory ; 
And Welsh, who ne'er yet flinch'd his ground, 
High-waved his magnum-bonum round 
With Cyclopeian fury. 

Miller brought up th' artillery ranks. 
The many-poundera of the Banks, 

Resistless desolation ! 
While Maxwelton, that baron bold, 
'Mid Lawaon's port entrench'd his hold, 

And threaten'd worse damnation. 

To these what Tory hosts oppos'd, 
With these what Tory warriors clos'd, 

Surpasses my descriving : 
Squadrons extended long and lai^, 
With furious speed rush to the charge, 

like raging devils driving. 

What verse can sing, what prose narrate. 
The butcher deeds of bloody fate 

Amid this mighty tulzie ! 
Grim Horror girn'd — pale Terror roar'd, 
As Murther at his thrapple shor'd, 

And Hell mix'd in the brulzie. 

As highland craiga by thunder cleft, 
When lightnings fire the stormy lift, 

Hurl down with crashing rattle : 
As flames among a hundred woods ; 
As headlong foam a hundred floods, 

Such b the rage of battle ! 
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OF BURNS. 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th* approaching fellers : 
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar, 
When all his wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan Bullers. 

Lo, from the shades of Death's deep night, 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight, 

And think on former daring : 
The muffled murtherer of Charles 
The MagDa Charta flag unfurls, 

All deadly gules it's bearing. 

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fame, 

Bold Scrimgeour follows gallant Gmham, 

Auld Covenanters shiver. 
(Foi|;ive, forgive, much wrong'd Montrose ! 
Now death and hell engulf thy foes. 

Thou liv'st on high for ever !) 

Still o'er the field the combat burns. 
The Tories, Whiga, give way by turns ; 

But Fate the word has spoken : 
For woman's wit and strength o' man, 
Alas ! can do but what they can ! 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

O that my een were flowing burns. 
My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cubs' undoing ! 
That I might greet, that I might cry, 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly. 

And furious Whigs pursuing ! 
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What Whig but melU for good Sir James ? 
Dear to his country by the names 

Friend, patron, benefactor! 
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save ! 
And Hopeton falls, the generous brave ! 

And Stewart, bold as Hector. 

Thou, Pitt, shall rue this overthrow ; 
And Thurlow growl a curse of woe ; 

And Melville melt in waiUng ! 
How Fox and Sheridan rejoice ! 
And Burke shall sing, O Prince, arise. 

Thy power is all- prevailing ! 

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar 
He only hears and sees the war, 

. A cool spectator purely t 
So, when the storm the forest rends, 
The robin in the hedge descends, 

And sober chirps securely. 



EPISTLE TO MAJOK LOGAN.) 

Hail, thairm-inspirin', rattlin' Willie! 
Though fortune's road be rough an' hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming billie. 
We never heed. 

t TbJB epistle, which appears to have been written about 
August, 1786, frag first published by Mr. Allm Cunniitg- 
hsin. " Major Logan." he says, " lived at Farkhouse, 
neiir Ayr, with his mother and sister, and waa not only a 
first-rate performer on the violin, but a pleasant man, and 
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But take it like the unback'd filly, 

Proud o' ber speed. 

When idly goavan whyles we saunter 
Yirr, laiicy barks, awa' we canter 
Uphill, down brae, till some mishanter. 

Some black bog-hole, 
Arrests us, then the scathe an' banter 

We're forced to thole. 

Hale be your Iieart ! Hale be your fiddle ! 
Lang may your elbuck Jink and diddle, 
To cheer you through the weary widdle 

0" this wild warl'. 
Until you on a crummock driddle 

A gray-hair'd cart. 

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon 
Heaven send your heart-strings ay in tune, 
And screw your temper pins aboon 

A fifth or mair. 
The melancholious, lazie croon 

O' cankrie care. 

May still your hfe from day to day 
Nae ' lente largo' in the play. 
But ' allegretto forte' gay 

Harmonious flow 
A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey — 

Encore ! Bravo ! 

A blessing on the cheery gang 

Wha dearly like a jig or sang. 
An' never think o' right an' wrang 
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By square an' rule. 
But as the clegs o' feeling; stang 
Are wise or fool. 

My hand-waled curse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hoodocic, purse-proud race, 
Wha count on poortith as disgrace — 

Their tuneless hearts ! 
May lire-side discords jar a base 

To a' their parts ! 

But come, your hand, my careless bri titer, 
r th' ither warl' if there's anither, 
An' that there is IVe little swither 

About the matter ; 
We cheek for chow shall jog thegither, 

I'se ne'er bid better. 

We've faults and failings — granted clearly, 
We're frail backsliding mortals merely, 
Eve's bonny squad priests wyte them sheerly 

For our grand fe.' ; 
But still, but still, I like them dearly — 

God bless them a' ! 

Ochon for poor Castalian drinkers, 
When they fe' foul o' earthly j inkers. 
The witching cursed delicious bhnkers 

Hae put me hyte. 
And gart me weet my waukrife winkers, 

Wi' giman spite. 

But by yon moon ! — and that's high swearin' — 
An' every star within my bearin' ! 
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An' by her een wha was a dear ane ! 

I'll ne'er forget ; 
I hope to gie the jade a clearin' 

In fair play yet. 

My loss I moum, but not repent it, 
111 seek my pursie whare I tint it, 
Ance to the Indies 1 were wonted. 

Some cantraip boor, 
By some sweet elf I'll yet be dinted, 

Then, vive I'amour I 

Failes met baissemains respectuetue. 

To sentimental sister Susie, 

Ad' honest Lncky ; no to roose you, 

Ye may be proud, 
That sic a couple fote allows ye 

To grace your blood. 

Nae mair at present can 1 measure. 

An' trowth my rhymin" ware's nae treasure ; 

But when in Ayr, some half hour's leisure, 

Be't light, be't dark. 
Sir Bard will do himself the pleasure 

To call at Park. 

Robert Busns. 

Mostgiel, sort OctobtT, iT8<i. 
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EPITAPH ON THE POET'S DAUGHTER.t 

Herb lies a rose, a budding rose, 

Blasted before its bloom ; 
Whose innocence did sweets disclose 

Beyond that flower's perfume. 
To those who for her loss are grieved. 

This consolation's ^ven — 
She's from a world of woe relieved. 

And blooms a rose in Heaven. 



t The90 lines are aaid Co have been written by Bums on 
the loss of bis daagbler, who died in the antunin of 1795, 
and of wbom he thus speaka in his letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 
liam DumlrieEi, 31at Jaaumy, 1796, " Tbese man; miHitbB 
you have been two packets in mj debt— what sin of igno- 
rance I have cammilted agaisal ao highly valued B friend I 
am utterly at a loss to guess. Alas ! madaai, ill can 1 afford, 
at this time, to he deprived of any of the small remaaiit of 
my pleasures. I have lately druuk deep of the cup of 
affliction. The autumn robbed me of my only daugbtAT and 
darling child, and that at a distance too, and so r^idly, as 
to pat it out of my power to pay the last duties to her. I 
had scarcely be^n to recorer from that shock, when I be- 
came myself the victiin of a moat severe rheumatic fever, 
and long the die spun doubtfdl ; until, after many ireeks of 
sick bed, it seems to have tnnml up life, and I am h^n- 
ning to crawl acrosa my room, and once indeed hare been 
before my own door in the street. 

' When pleasure fascinates the mental sight, 
Affliction purifies the visual ray, 

Religion hnila the drear, the untried night, 

That shuts, for ever shuts, life's doubtful day.' " 
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EPITAPH ON GABKIEL RICHARDSON.* 

Here Brewer Gabriel's fire's extinct, 

And empty all his barrels: 
He's blest — if, as he brew'd, he drink 

In upright honest morals. 



ON STIRLING.! 

Hese Stuarts once in glory reign'd. 
And laws for Scotland's weal ordain'd ; 
But now unroof'd their palace stands. 
Their sceptre's sway'd by other hands ; 
The injured Stuart line is gone, 
A race outlaudiBh fills their throne. 
An idiot race to honour lost. 
Who know then) best, despise them most. 

t *• Gabriel Richardson," Mr. AUon Cunoinghsm says, 
" a worthy man and a good brewer, lived in DumirieB, acd 
■t bis habitable table Bums spent many pleasant hoars. 
His Wn, Dr. Richsrdson, the diatinguiabed traveller, said 
the last mark a( civiliiatioa which he found on his expedi- 
tiou to tiie north, was poetry — and that by Burns. These 

t These miserable lini 
Bums visited Stirling in 1787, and were printed with three 
SDSwerB to them, severely rebu^dng the author, in a pam- 
phlet entitled, " Animsdveraions oq some Poets and Poet- 
asters of the present age, especially R— t B — a and J— n 
L— k [Bums and Lapraik], with a. contrast of some of a 
former age, by James Maiwell, Poet, in Paisley, in 178B." 
Tbia tract, whicli consJstf^d of wretched verses, attempting 
._ J -^ Burns' abiUtiea, and to injure hia character, has 
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THE POXMS 



THE REPLY .1 



Like Esop's lion, Burns says, sore I fi 
All others scorn— but damn that ass's 



EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER. J 

In this Btraoge land, this uncouth clime, 

A land unknown to prose or rhyme ; 

Where words ne'er crost the Muse's heckles, 

Nor limpet in poetic shackles ; 

A land that prose did never view it. 

Except when drunk he stacher't through it ; 

Here, ambush'd by the chimla cheek. 

Hid in an atmosphere of reek, 

1 hear a wheel thrum i' the neuk, 

I hear it — for in vain I leuk. — 

The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel, 

Enhusked by a fog infernal : 

Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures, 

I sit and count my sins by chapters ; 

t I'he midiater of GIsdsmuir wrote a ihyming ceaBure of 
tbe Sliiling lineB. and iatimated that the race of the Poet 
was run. and the shades of obliTian about to receive him. 
BtiTuB took out a pencil, and added his " Replj" to tbe 
Teverend bard a expos tulacioa. 

t This epiatle was written in Jane, 1788. and was ad- 
dressed lo Hugh Parker, of KilmaiDOck, one of the poet's 
early and stead&st friends. 
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For life aod spunk like ither Christians, 

I'm dwindled down to mere existence, 

Wi' nae converse but Gallowa' bodies, 

Wi' nae kend fece but Jenny Geddes. 

Jenny, my Pegaaean pride ! 

Dowie she saunters down Nithside, 

And ay a westlin Jeuk she throws, 

While tears hap o'er her auld brown nose ! 

Was it for this, wi' canny care. 

Thou bure the Bard through many a shire ! 

At howes or hillocks never stumbled. 

And late or early never grumbled ?— 

0, had I power like inclination, 

I'd heeze thee up a constellation. 

To canter wirh the Sagitarre, 

Or loup the ecliptic like a bar ; 

Or turn the pole like any arrow ; 

Or, when auld Phebus bids good-morrow, 

Down the zodiac urge the race. 

And cast dirt on his godship's face ; 

For 1 could lay my bread and kail 

He'd ne'er cast saul upo' thy tail. — 

Wi' a' this care and a' this grief. 

And sma', sma' prospect of relief. 

And nought hut peat reek i' my head. 

How can I write what ve can read ? — 

Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o' June, 

Ye'lt find me in a better tune ; 

But till we meet and weet our whistle, 

Tak this excuse for nae epistle. 

RoBEKT Burns. 
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THE POEMS 



ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB t 



Long life, my Lord, an' health be yours, 
Unskaith'd by huDger'd Highland boors ; 
Lord grant nae duddie desperate beggar, 
Wi' dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger, 
May twin auld Scotland o' a life 
She likes — as lambkins like a knife. 

Faith, yon and A s were right 

To keep the Highland hounds in sight, 
1 doubt na' ! they wad bid nae better 
Tlian let them ance out owre the water; 
Then up amang thae lakes and seas 
They'll mak' what rules and laws they please ; 
Some daring Hancocke, or a Franklin, 
May set their Highland blnid a ranklin' ; 
Some Washington again may head them, 



t Theae verses were communioated to tbe Scota Magtmne 
tor FebruRT]', 181S, and the person who transmilted tfaem 
enclosed the oiigiaal ia Bums' own hand. The MS. Once 
belonged to his friend Rankine, and wss addressed : " I'o 
the Right Honourable the Earl of Breadalbyne, President 
of the BiKht Honourable and Honourable the Highland 
Society, wbicli met on tbe esd of May last, at the Shaks- 
peare, Covent- Garden^ to concert ways and means to fras< 
tra1« the designs of five hundred Highlanders, who, as tbe 

society were informed by Mr. M , of A s, were 

BO audsciuus as to attempt an escape from tbeir lawful lords 
end mssters, whose property they were, hy entigr^ting from 
the lands of Mr. M'Donald, of Glengarn', to the wilds of 
Canada in search of that fantastic thing — Liberty." 
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Or 9ome Montgomery fearless lead them. 
Till God knows what may be effected 
When by such heads and hearts directed— 
Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 
May to Patrician rights aspire ! 
Nae sage North, now, nor sager Sackville, 
To watch and premier o'er the pack vile. 
An' whare will ye get Howes and Clintons 
To bring thera to a right repentance, 
To cowe the rebel generation, 
An' save the honour o' the nation ? 

They an* be d d ! what right hae they 

To meat or sleep, or light o" day ? 
Far less to riches, pow'r, or freedom. 
But what your lordship likes to gie them ? 

But hear, my lord ! Glengarry, hear ! 

Your hand's owre light on them, 1 fear; 

Your factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies, 

1 canna' say but they do gaylies ; 

Tliey lay aside a' tender mercies, 

An' tirl the hallions to the birses ; 

Yet while they're only poind't and herriet, 

They'll keep their stubborn Highland spirit; 

But smash them ! crash them a' to spails ! 

An' rot the dyvors i' the jails ! 

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour ; 

Let wark an' hunger mak' them sober ! 

The hizzies, if they're aughtlins fawsont, 

Let them in Drury-lane be lesson'd ! 

An' if the wives an* dirly brats 

E'en thi^er at your doors an' yetts 

Flaffan wi' duds an' grey wi' beas'. 
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Frighlin' awa your deucks an" geese. 
Get out a horsewhip or a jowler. 
The langest thong, the fiercest growler, 
An gar the tatter'd gypsies pack 
Wj' a' their bastarts on their back I 
Go on, my lord ! I lang to meet you. 
An' in my house at haioe to greet you ; 
Wi' common lords ye shanna mingle, 
The benmost neuk beside the ingle. 
At my right han' asaign'd your seat 
Tween Herods hip an Polycrate,— 
Or if you on your station tarrow 
Between Almagro and Pizarro, 
A seat, I'm sure ye're weel deserrin't ; 
An' till ye come— Your humble servant, 

Beelze] 

June I, Anno Mundi 5790. 



TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY. 



Now Kennedy, if foot or horse 

E'er bring you in by Mauchline Corss, 

Lord man, there's lassea there wad force 

A hermit's fancy. 
And down the gate in faith they're worse 

And mair unchancy. 
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But as I'm sayin' please step to Dow's 
And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews, 
mi some bit callan bring me news 

That you are tliere. 
And if we dinna had a bouze 

Ise ne'er drink mair. 

It's no I like to sit an' swallow. 
Then like a swine to puke an' wallow, 
But gie me just a true good fallow 

Wi' right ingine. 
And spunkie ance to make ns mellow, 

And then we'll shine. 

Now if ye're ane o'warl's folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak. 
An 'sklent on poverty their joke, 

Wi' bitter sneer, 
Wi' you no friendship I will troke 

Nor cheap nor dear. 

But if, as I'm informed weel. 

Ye hate as ill's the vera De'il, 

The flinty heart that canna feel- 
Come Sir, here's tae you 

Hae th^^'s my haun' I wiss you weel^ 
And gude be wi' you. 
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ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT UUNDAS, ESQ." 



LoKE on the bleaky tiills the straying flocks 
Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks ; 
Down from the rivulets, red with dashing rains. 
The gathering floods burst o'er the distant plains ; 
Beneath the blasts the leafless forests groan ; ' 
The hollow caves return a sullen moan. 

Ye hills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves. 
Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling waves ! 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye. 
Sad to your sympathetic scenes I fly ; 
Where to the whistling blast and waters' roar. 
Pale Scotia's recent wound 1 may deplore. 

heavy loss, thy country ill could bear ! 
A loss these evil days can ne'er repair i 



' These veraes bare been priated from e copy in Burns' own 
hsiid. Mr. Allan CnnmngbHinqaolesH letter &om the Poet 
to Advocnte Hay, in which he SBya ; " The enclosed poem 
was writien in consequence of your suggestion last time I 
bed the pleasure of seeing; you. It cost me an hour or t*ro 
ofneit morning's sleep, but did not please me, so it laid br, 
an ill-digeated effort, till the other day I gave it a cribc 
brush. 'J heae kinds of subjects are much hackneyed, and 
besides, the wsilings of the rhyming tribe over the ashes of 
the great are cursedly suaptcious, sod out of all character 
for sincerity. These ideas damped my muses' fire : bow- 
erer, I have done the best I could." On a copy of this 
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Justice, tlie high vic^reot of her Giod, 

Her doubtrul balance eyed, and sway'd her rod ; 

Hearing the tidiugs of the fatal blow 

She sunk, abandon'd to the wildest woe. 

Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksome den. 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of men : 
See from his cavern grim Oppression rise, 
And throw on poverty his cruel eyes ; 
Keen on the helpless victim see him fly. 
And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry : 

Mwk ruffian Violence, distain'd with crimes, 

Rousing elate in these d^enerat« times ; 

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey. 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way : 

While subtile Litigation's pliant tongue 

The life-Uood equal suckti of Right and Wrong : 

Hark, injured Want recounts th' unlisten'd tale, 

And mnch-wrong'd Mis'ry pours th' uupitied wail ! 

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly plains, 
To you I sing my grief- inspired strains : 
Ye tempests, rage 1 ye turbid torrents, roll ! 
Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul. 

poem, which he gave lo Dr. Geddes, Bums wrote ; " The 
tbregoing po«m hiia some tolerable lines in it, but the in- 
curable woDDd of mj pride will not sufier me lo correct, or 
eren peruse it, 1 sent a copy of it, with mj beat prose let- 
ter, to the SOD of Ihe great man, the theme of the piece, by 
the bands of one of the noblest men in God's world. Alei- 
andeF Wood, surgeon, Whenbehold! bis BoUcilorahip look 

ing fiddler, who had made free with his lady's name over a 
silly new reel. Did the Gentleman imagine, that I looked 
for any dir^ grscuitj 1" 
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Life's social haunts and pleasures I resign. 
Be nameless wilds and lonely wanderings mine. 
To mourn the woes my country must endure. 
That wound degenerate ages cannot cure. 



TO JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ.* 

O, COULD I give thee India's wealth, 

As I this trifle send ! 
Because thy joy in both would be 

To share them with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 

The Heliconian stream ; 
Then take what gold could never buy— 

An honest Bard's esteem. 



* First piintedbj Allan CunniDgbsin, with the foUowii^ 
note: " John M'Mnrdo, Esq., steward to the Duke of 
Queensbeny, was tbe faithful Iriend of Burna during the 
whole period of hia residence in Nitbadale. At bis fireside 
be enjoyed manj happy hours ; nor was hia muse silent. 
The daughters ofhia fneud were beautiful and sccorapUshBd. 
and inspired some exquisite lyrica. These verses accom- 
panied a present of hooka or verse. Afterwards, when 
on a visit, he took out a diamond, and wrote the following 
lines on a pane of g\»aa ; — 

' Blest be M'Murdo to bis latest day 1 
No envious cloud o'ercast bis eveoing ny ; 
No wrinkle furrowed by tbe hand of care. 
Nor ever sorrow add one silver bair! 
O, may no Bon the father's honour Btain, 
Nor ever dengbCei give the mother pain '.' " 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG 1 

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng. 

Your heavy loss deplore ; 
Now half-extinct your powers of song, 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye jarring, screeching things around, 
Screiun your discordant joys ; 

Now half your din of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 



ORTHODOX. ORTHODOX.* 



Orthodox, orthodox. 

Who believe in John Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience — 

There's a heretic blast, 

Has been blawn i' the wast, 
Tliat what is not sense must be nonsense. 

Orthodox, 
That what is not sense must be nonsense. 

t These lines were it 
(juest of Mn. Gordon, 
Poet*B irriTiiJ. 

* Mt. Allan Cunninzhwii, to whom Chepnblicaremdebted 
for this Teroion of the Kirk's Alarm, gives also a letter trom 
Burns'to Joba Lt^an.esq. dated 7th August, 1789, Mndiag 
liim a cop J of it. 
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20 THE POEMS 

Doctor Mac, Doctor Mac, 

Ye should stretch on a rack. 
To strike evil-doers wi' terror; 

To join faith and sense. 

Upon any pretence. 
Was heretic damnable error. 

Doctor Mac, 
Was heretic damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, 

It was rash I declare. 
To meddle wi' mischief a-brewing ; 

Provost John is still deaf 

To the church's relief. 
And orator Bob is its ruin. 

Town of Ayr, 
And orator Bob is its ruin. 

D'rymple mild, D'rymple mild, 

Tho' your heart's like a child, 
And your life like the new-driven snaw, 

Yet that winna save ye. 

Old Satan must have ye 
For preaching that three's ane an' twa, 
D'rymple mild,. 
For preaching that three's ane an' twa. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons. 

Seize your spiritual guns, 
Ammunition ye never can need ; 

Your hearts are the stuff. 

Will be powder enough. 
And your skulls are a storehouse of lead. 
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And your skulls are a Btorehouse of lead. 

Rumble John, Rumble John, 

Mount the steps with a groan. 
Cry the book is with heresy cramm'd ; 

Then lug out your ladle, 

Deal brimstone like aidle, 
Aad roar every uote o' the damn'd. 

Rumble John, 
And roar every note o' the damn'd. 

Simper James, Simper James, 
Leave the ^r Killie dames. 

There's a holier chase in your view ; 
I'll lay on your head. 
That the pack ye'll soon lead, 

For puppies like you there's but few, 

Simper James, 

For puppies like you there's but few. 

Singet Sawnie, Sin get Sawnie, 
Are ye herding the penny. 
Unconscious what danger awaits ? 
With a jump, yell, and howl, 
. Alarm every soul, 
For Hannibal's just at your gates, 

Singet Sawnie, 
For Hannibal's just at your gates. 

Andrew Gowk, Andrew Gowk, 
Ye may slander the book. 
And the book nought the waur — let me tel 
Tho' ye're rich and look big. 
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Yet lay by hat and wig, 
And ye'H hae a calfa-head o' sma' value, 

Andrew Gowk, 
And ye'll bae a calFs-head o' sma' value. 

Poet Willie, Poet Willie, 

Gie the doctor a volley, 
Wi' your ' liberty's chain' and your wit; 

O'er Pegasus' side, 

Ve ne'er laid a stride, 
Ye only stood by when he sh — , 

Poet WiUie, 
Ye only stood by when he sh — . 

Barr Steenie, Ban- Steeaie, 

What mean ye ? what mean ye ? 
If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter. 

Ye may hae some pretence man. 

To havins and sense man, 
Wi' people that ken you nae better, 

Barr Steenie, 
Wi' people that ken you nae better. 

Jamie Goose, Jamie Goose, 

Ye hae made but toom roose, 
0' hunting the wicked lieutenant ; 

But the doctor's your mark, 

For the Lord's holy ark. 
He has cooper'd and ca'd a wrong pin in't, 

Jamie Goose, 
He has cooper'd and ca'd a wrong pin in't. 

Davie Bluster, Davie Bluster, 
For a saunt if ye muster, 
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It's a sign they're no nice o' recruits ,i 
Yet to worth let's be just. 
Royal blood ye might boast. 

If the ass were the King o' the brutes, 
Davie Bluster, 

If the ass were the King o' the brutes. 

Muirland George, Muirland George, 

Whom the Lord made a scourge. 
To claw common sense for her sins; 

If ill manners were wit, 

There's no mortal so fit. 
To confound the poor doctor at ance, 

Muirland George, 
To confound the poor doctor at ance. 

Cessnockside, Cessnockside, 

Wi' your turkey-cock pride, 
O' manhood but sma' is your share ; 

Ye've the figure, it's true. 

Even our faea maun allow. 
And your friends dauma say ye hae mair, 

Cessnockside, 
And your friends dauma sae ye hae mair, 

Daddie Auld, Daddie Auld, 

There's a tod i' the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the clerk ; 

Tho' ye downa do skaith, 

Ye'll be in at the death. 
And if ye canna bite ye can bark, 

Daddie Auld, 
And if ye canna bite ye can bark. 
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114 THB POEHS 

Poet Burns, Poet Burns, 

Wi' your prieat-skelping turns. 
Why desert ye your aiild native shire? 

Tho' your Muse is a gipsy. 

Yet were she even tipsy, 
She could ca' us nae waur than we are. 

Poet Bums, 
She could ca' us nae waur than we are. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Afton's Laird, Aflon's Laird, 

When your pen can be spared, 
A copy o' this I bequeath, 

On the same sicker score 

I mentioned before. 
To that trusty auld worthy Clackleith, 
Afton's Laird, 
To that trusty auld worthy Clackleith. 



THE SELKIRK GRACE. 



sBj grace b; tlie Earl of Selkirii, repeated the 



Some hae meat, and canna eat. 
And some wad eat that want it; 



And sae the Lord be thanket. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OP PEG NICHOLSON.* 

Peg Nicholson was a f ude bay mare, 

Aa ever trade on aim ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 

An' past the mouth o' Cairn. 

Peg Nicholson was a gude bay mare. 

An' rode thro' thick an' thin ; 
But now she's floating dovm the Nith, 

An' wanting even the skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a gude bay mare, 

An' ance she bare a priest ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 

For Solway fish a feast. 

Peg Nicholson was a gude bay mare, 

An' the priest he rode her sair ; 
An' meikle oppress'd an' bruised she was, 

As priest-rid catUe are. 



• " PegNichoUon"wBsleDttaBuraa by bia friend William 
Nicol, and obUiued har oame IromtliemBiuacwbo Btlempted 
to susamnate George the Third. Bums Beat these verses 
to Nicol, ia February 1790, with a long account of the de- 
ceased Peg, n-hicb la printed in Cromek's Reliques. The 
letter commenced thus i 

" That damned mare of yourB is dead. I would freely 
have^ivea her price to haveaared ber." Asa proof of his 
(fratitude, he says, " he took every oareof herin his power," 
and that he had neret ridden her above twenty timea. After 
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THB P0BH8 



ON SEEING MISS FONTENELLE 



Sweet naivete of feature. 
Simple, wild, enchanting; elf. 

Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 
Thou art acting but thyself. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected. 
Spuming nature, torturing art ; 

Loves and graces all rejected. 
Then indeed thou'd'st act a part. 



THE LEAGUE AND COVENANT -t 

The Solemn League and Covenant 

Cost Scotland blood — cost Scotland tears ; 

But it seal'd Freedom's sacred cause — 
If thou'rt a slave, indulge thy sneers. 

giTiDg Nical a foil Hccouat of her illnesa, he added, " in eiglit 
and forty hours, in spite of the two best feniarainthe coun- 
try, she died Bad be dmnaed to her." He then proceeds. " £ 
have done little in ibe poetic way. I have given Mr. Suth- 
erland two prologues, one of which was delivered last week. 
I hare lilrewtse strung four or five barbarous atanzas to the 
tune of Chevy Chaae, by way of Elegy, on your poor un- 
fortuuBle mare, beginning (the name she got here was Peg 
Nicholson), ' Peg Nicholson was a gude baymare.' " 

t " This was apolien," saya Mr. Allan CunniDgham, " in 
reply to a gentleman who sneered at the sufferings of Scot- 
land for conscience sake, and called the Solemn Le^ue and 
Covenant of the Lords and People ridicnlouB and tanatical." 
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OP BURNB. 



ON MXSS JESSY LEWARS. 



Of Jessy Lewirs, the sffectionite triend sad fiuthful M- 
t«nduit of the Poet in bis last h outs, some Doticehuslresdv- 
been taken. The followiag additional marks of Bums' es- 
teem for her, hare b«en collected b; Mr. Allao Cunning- 



Talk oot to me of savages 
From Afric's burning sun. 

No savage e'er could rend my heart. 
As, Jessy, thou hast done. 

But Jessy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight. 
Not ev'n to view the Heavenly choir, 

Would be BO blest a sight. 



EPITAPH ON MISS JESSY LEWARS.t 

Say, Sages, what's the charm on earth 

Can turn Death's dart aside ? 
It is not purity and worth. 

Else Jessy had not died. 

t " 1 be couHtancy of her ittendsuce and the anxiety of hvr 
mind, made Jeaav Letrars guSet a aUght indiBpoaition. — 
' Von must not die yet,' said the Poet with a smile ; ■ how- 
ever. I ahsll pravide for the worst. Give me that goblet, 
and I'll write your mitaph.' He wrote these four lines 
with bis diamond, and, meseniing the goblet, said, 'Thai 
will be a companion lo 'The Toast.'" 
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THE POEMS 



THE RECOVERY OF JESSY LEWARS .• 

But rarely seensiace Nature's birth. 

The natives of the sky. 
Yet still one Seraph's left on earth. 

For Jessy did not die. 



THE TOAST.t 

Fill me with the rosy wine, 
Call a toast, a toast dlTJae ; 
Give the Poet's darling flame. 
Lovely Jessy be the name ; 
Then thou mayest freely boast, 
Thou hast given a peerless toast. 



yon hare much to do before jou die, believe me. Besides, 
there is q poetic resson for your recovery.' So saying, he 
took up s pan and wrote the above. 

t " One day while the Poet was much indiapoBed, he ob- 
serTed Jeasy Lewers moying, with a lijlit foot, about the 
hoase, lest she should disturb hitn. He took up a crystal 
goblet contaimng wine and water for moiateniiig hia lips, 
wrote ' The Toaat' upon it with a diamond, and presented 
it to her. — " She was," says Gilbert Burns, *' a deservedly 
;n«et Isvourite of the Poet's, and a soothing friend to Mrs, 
Burns at the time of his death." 
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THE KIEK OF LAMINGTON.' 

As cauld a wind as ever blew, 
A caulder kirk, and in't but few ; 
As cautd a miaister's e'er spak, 
Ye'se a' be bet ere I come back. 



WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAFt 



Thoo flattering mark of friendship kind, 
Still may thy pages call to mind 

The dear, the beauteous donor: 
Though sweetly female every part. 
Yet such a head, and more the heart, 

Does both the sexes hoDOur. 
She showed her taste refined and just 

When she selected thee. 

Yet deviating own 1 must, 

For so approving me. 

But kind 3till,.ril mind still 

The giver in the gift; 
I'll bless her and wiss her 
A Friend above the Lift. 



• Burng is BBid to hBTe flrritten these lines on the window 
of LamiagtoD Kirk, to express his opiuionofthe coldness of 
the day, the church, and che sermaa. 

t BuTUaaeDta copjoftheee tines [o Mr. Aiken, in April, 
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INSCRIPTION ON A GOBI.ET.* 

There's death in the cup — aae beware ! 

Nay, more — there is danger in touching; 
But wha can avoid the fell snare? 

The man and hia wine's sae bewitching ! 



THE B00K-W0RMS.1 

Through and through the inspired leaves. 
Ye mMKOts, make your windings ; 

But, oh '. respect his lordship's taste, 
And spare his golden bindings. 



ON ROBERT RIDDEL. ( 

To Riddel, much-lamented man, 

This ivied cot was dear ; 
Reader, dost value matchless worth? 

This ivied cot revere. 



• Said to bare Iteen wrilten by Burns one day after dinner 
at RydedeD, in the houu of Mr. Syme. 

t " The origin of these lines ia MDgular. Bnrns.ona visit 
to a nobleman, n»a shown into the library, nbere siood a 
Shakespeare splendidly bound, bnt unread, and niuchwonn- 
eaten. Long nfter the Poet's dealh, some one happened to 
open, accidentally perhaps, tbe same ni^^lected book, and 
found tbe epigram in tlie handwriting of iiums." 

1 " The first tune ihiit Burns rode op Nithside after the 
death of his friend of FriBra-Csrse, he gave a boy his borae 
to bold, went into the Hermitage in the wood, threw him- 
lelf on a aeat, and remained for half an hour. Mr. AUan 
Cunnini^hsm saya, be copied these lines from the window 
where diey were tnced by the diamond of Burns." 
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WILLIE CHALMERS. 



Tbtae verses were fiiat printed by Mr. Lockhart from 
some MS3. which were sent by Biima to Lady Harriet Don, 
vith the foDo wing eiplanation : " Mr. Chalmers, s gentle- 
man ia Ayrshiie, a particoliit friend of mine, asked me lo 
write a poetic epistle to a yaan^ lady, his dulcinea. I liad 
seen her, but was scarcely acquainted with her, and wrote as 
follows :" 



Wi' braw new branks in mickle [^e, 

And eke a braw new brechan. 
My Pegasus I'm got astride. 

And up Parnassus pechin ; 
Whiles owre a bush wi' downward crush, 

The doited beastie gtammere ; 
Then up he gets, and off he sets 

For sake o' Willie Chalmers. 

I doubt na, lass, that weel kenn'd name 

May cost a [Kiir o' blushes ; 
1 am nae stranger to your fame 

Nor his warm ui^d wishes. 
Your bonnie face sae mild and sweet. 

His honest heart enamours, 
And faith ye'U no be lost a whit, 

Tho' waired on WiUie Chalmere. 

Auld Truth herael' might swear ye're fair, 
And Honour safely back her. 

And Modesty assume your air. 
And ne'er a ane mistak' her : 
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And sic twa love-ia spiring e'en 
Might fire even holy Palmers; 

Nae wonder then they've fatal been 
To hoaeut Wilhe Chalmers. 

I doubt na fortune may you shore 

Some mim-mon'd pouthered priestie, 
Fu' Ufted up wi' Hebrew lore, 

And band upon his breastie : 
But Oh ! what signifies to you. 

His lexicons and grammars ; 
The feeling heart's the royal blue. 

And that's wi' Willie Chalmers. 

Some gapin' glowrin' countra laird, 

May warsle for your favour ; 
May claw his lug, and straik his beard, 

And host up some palaver. 
My bonny maid, before ye wed 

Sic clumsy-witted hammers, 
Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp 

Awa' wi' Willie Chalmers. 

Foi^ive the Bard ! my fond regard 

For ane that shares my bosom, 
Inspires my muse to gie 'm hs dues. 

For de'il a hair I roose him. 
May powers aboon unite you soon, 

And fructify your amours, — 
And every year come in mair dear 

To you and Willie Chalmers. 
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TO JOHN TAYLOR, f 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary flying, 
Through frosty hitts the journey lay. 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor slip-shod giildy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker ; 
To Vulcan then Apollo goes, 

To get a frosty calker. 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work. 
Threw by bis coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol's business in a crack ; 
Sol paid lum with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster ; 
My Pegaaus is poorly shod — 

I'll pay you like my master. 

t " To John Brown, esq. Ajr, the admirerx of Burns 
are," says Mr. Allan Cunninghiun, " indebted for thia very 
sin^Iai petition and the fallowing eiplanation. The Poet, 
it aeema, daring one of bis journeys over bis ten pariabea 
■a an eicisemnn, had arrived at Wanlockhead on a winter 
day, when the roads were slippery with ice, and Jenny 
Geddea (or Peg Nicholson) kept her feet with difficulty. 
The blacksmith of the place was busied with other pressing 
mattera in the forge, and could not spare time for ' frosting' 
the shoes of the Poet's mare, and it la likely be would have 

Eroceeded on bis dangeroua journey had he not bethought 
imself of propitiating the son of Vulcan with verse. He 
called tbi pen and ink, wrote tJiese verses to John Taylor, 
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THE POEMS 



LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK NOTE.f 



The foUowing- Tereea, in ihe band-writing of Bams, were 
copied Tram a bank note, in the posaesBian of Mr. Junes F. 
Gracie, of Dumfries. Tbe note is of the Bank of ScoduMi, 
andisdatedon the lat of March, 1780. 



Wae worth thy power, thou cureed leaf! 

Fell source o' a' my woe and grief! 

For lack o' thee I've lost my lass ! 

For lack o' thee 1 scrimp my glass. 

I see the children of affliction 

Unaided, thro' thy curs'd restriction. 

I've seen the oppressor's cruel smile, 

Amid his hapless victim's spoil. 

For lack o' thee I leave this much-lov'd shore. 

Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more. 

k person of inBuence in Wanlockhesd ; sad when be bsd 
done, a geDdemim of the name of Sloan, who accompanied 
bim, endorsed it in prose id these words : — ' J. Sloan's beat 
compliments to Mr. Taylor, and it woald be doing him and 
the Ayrshire Bard a particular favour, if he would oblige 
tbem instanter with his agreeable company. The road bss 
been so slippery that the riders and the brutes were eqntdly 
in danger or getting some of their bones broken. For the 
Poet, his life and limbs are of some consequence to the 
world ; hut for poor Sloan, it matters very little what may 
become of him. The whole of this business is to ask the 
favour of getting the horses' shoes sbarpeoed.' On (be re- 
ceipt ofthis, Taylor spoke (o the amitb ; tbesmhbflewto bis 
tools, aharpened the horses' shoes, and, it is recorded, lived 
thirty years to say he had never been ' weel paid but ante, 
and that was by a poet, who paid him in money, paid bim 
in drink, and paid bim in verse.' " 

-t The above is copied from tbe Morning Chronicle of tbe 
2Tth May, 181i. Mr. Cunningham conjectures thu (hew 
lines were written in the year 17Bfi. 
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THE LOYAL NATIVES' VERSES. 



Cromek gives thU sccount of these lines : " Abont the 
year 1794, nhea political animoaity whb made the ground of 
private quarreit the following foolish Torses were sent as an 
attack on Bums and hia frieada Jar CheiT political opiniuia. 
They were written by some member of a club styling them- 
sdvestbe Logat Nalivei of Ditmfiriea, or rather by the uaitad 

Sinius of that clubfWhichwaa more distinguiahed for drunken 
yally than for reapectabilily and poetic talent. 



Ye sons of sedition, give ear to my song. 

Lei Syme, Bums, and Maxwell pervade every 

throng. 
With Crackn the attorney, and Mundell the quack, 
Send Willie the monger to hell with a smack. 



BURNS— EXTEMPORE. 

Ye true ' Loyal Natives,' attend to my song, 
In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ; 
From envy and hatred your corps is exempt; 
But where is yourshield from the darts of contempt? 
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REMORSE.^ 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our peace, 
That press the soul, or wring the miud with an- 

Beyond comparison the worst are those 

That to our folly or our guJIt we owe. 

In every other circumstance, the mind 

Has this to say — " It was no deed of mine ;" 

But when to all the evil of misfortune 

This sting is added — " Blatne thy foolish self!" 

Or worser far, the pangs of keen Remorse ; 

Hie torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt — 

Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involved others; 

The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd us, 

Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin ! 

burning hell ! in all thy store of torments. 

There's not a keener lash I 

Lives there a man so firm, who, while his heart 

Feels all the Wtter horrors of his crime. 

Can reason down its agonizing throbs; 



^ Tbeae liiUH occur in Bnina' CoDunon Place Book, 
written in SepUniW, 1783; and are preceded bj the 
follmdng obsetTsdonB ; " I entirely agree with that judi- 
cioDS philoaopher, Mr. Smith, Id his eicelleat Theory of 
Moral SeatimeDt, that remorie ia the most painfid aenti- 
meDt that caa embitter the humia bosom. Any ordinary 
pitch of Ibrtitude may bear up tolerably well under those 
calamities, in the procnrement of which we ottrseives hare 
had no hand ; hut when oar own follies, or Crimea, have made 
us miserable and wretched, to bear up with manly £rmaeaa, 
and at the same time have a proper penitential sense of onr 
niiaconduct, is a glorions eObrt of aelf-conunand." 
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And, after proper purpose o( atneDdment, 
Cao firmly force hU jarring thoughts to peace ? 
O, happy ! happy ! enviable laau ! 
O glorious magDanimity of soul! 



THE T0AD-EATER.1 

What of earls with whom you have supt. 
And of Dukes that you dined with yestreen ? 

Lord ! a louse. Sir, is still hut a louse, 
Though it crawl oa the curls of a Queen. 



■ Mosagiel, 1786. 

Sir, 
Yours this moment I unseal. 

And faith I am gay and hearty ! 
To Ull the truth an' shame the Deil 

I am as fu' as Bartie : 
But foorsday Sir, my promise leal 

Expect me o' your party, 
If on a beastie 1 can speel, 

Or hurl in a cartie, R. B. 



t " At the tabla of Maiwall of Terraughty, when it was 
Iha pleasure of one of the gaesta to talk onlyof Dukea with 
whom he bad drank, and of Earls iritb whom he had dined, 
Buma silenced him with this epigram." 

t The original of this replj to an invitatian is praMtved ia 
the Paisley hbrary. 
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"IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE." t 

Ih vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer, 
Point out a cens'ring world, and bid me fear; 

Above that world on wings of love I rise, 

I know its worst — and that worst despise. 

' Wrong'd, injur'd, shunn'd ; iinpitied, unredrest, 

Tbe mock'd quotation of the scomer's jest," 

Let Prudence' direst bodements on me fell, 

Clarinda, rich reward ! o'erpays them all ! 



" THOUGH FICKLE FORTUNE." t 

Though fickle Fortune has deceiv'd me, 
She promis'd fair and perfonn'd but ill ; 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth beieav'd me, 
Yet I bear a heart shall support me still. — 

I'll act with prudence as fer's I'm able. 
But if success I must never find, 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome, 
I'll meet thee with an undaunted mind. — 



i Tbese linei occur in one of Burns' letters to Clitrinds, 
(Mrs. M'Leho3e.) in March, 1788, to which hsadds: "1 
bave been rhjiniiii: a little of Ute, but I do not know if tbe; 
are worth postage. Tell me. — " 

J " The above," saya Bums, ■' was an extempore, under 
the presauie of s hesTj train of misrortuues, which, iadeed, 
threatened to undo me altogether. It was just nt the close 
ofthatdreadful period beforenieationed (March, 1784); and 
though tbe weather has br^htened np a httle with me since, 
yet diere has alwajs been a tempest brewing round me in 
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"I BURN. I BUBN."t 

' I BURN, I burn, as when thro' ripen'd corn. 
By driving winds the crackling flames are borne," 
Now maddening;, wild, I curse that tatal night ; 
Now blesa the hour which charm 'd my guilty sight. 
In vain the laws their feeble force oppose : 
Chiun'd at his feet they groan. Love's vanquish 'd 

In vain religion meets my sinking eye ; 
I dare not combat — but I turn and fly ; 

Conscience in vain upbraids th' unhallowed fire ; 
Love grasps his scorpions — stifled they expire ! 
Reason drops headlong from his sacred throne, 
Your dear idea reigns and reigns alone : 
Each thought iiltoxicated homage yields. 
And riots wanton in forbidden fields ! 

By all on high adoring mortals know ! 
By all the conscious villain fears below ! 
By your dear self! — the last great oath I swear; 
Nor life nor soul were ever half so dear ! 

the grim sky of futurity, which 1 pretty plainly eee will 
some time or other, peineps ere long, ovemhelm me. md 
drive me into aome doleful dell, to pine in solitary, squalid 
wretchedness. However, as I hope my poor country Muse, 
irbo, all rustic, nwkward, and Dnpoliehed as she is, hss 
more charms for me than any other of the pleasures of life 
beside — ^Bs 1 hope she wiU not then desert me. I may eren 
then learn to be, if not happy, at least easy, sdd muth a sai^ 
to sooth my misery." These verses were first printed in 
Cromek's Reliques from the Poet's IMS. 
t Tbese verses occur in one of Bums'Iettecs to Cterinda 
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THE POEHS 



EPIGEAM ON A NOTED COXCOMB. J 

Light lay the earth on Billy's breast, 
His chicken heart so tender ; 

But build a castle on his head, 
His scull will prop it under. 



TAM THE CHAPMAN.t 

As Tam the Chapman on a day 

Wi' Death forgather'd by the way, 

Weel pleas'd, he greets a wight sae famous, 

And Death was nae less pleased wi' Thomas, 

Wha cheerfully lays down the pack. 

And there blaws up a hearty crack ; 



{Printed from Burns' manuscript. 

t These veraes were printed by the late Mr. Cobbett, with 
, this accaunt of them : 

" It is OUT fortune to know a Mr. Kennedy, an aged gen- 
tlonsn, a native of Scotland, and the early aasociate tad 
friend of lUibert Bums. Both were born in Ayrshire, near 
the town of Ayr, so frequently celebrated in the poems of 
the bard. Bama, as is well known, was (he poor peasant's 
•on ; snd in (be ' Cotter's Saturday N^rht, gives a noble 

Eictnre of, what we may preEume to be, the Lamily circle of 
is lather. Kennedy, whose boyhood waa passed in the 
labours of a farm, subsequently became the agent to a mer- 
cantile house in a neightmuring town. Hence be is celled, 
in an epitaph which his Iriend the Poet wrote on him, 'tbe 
Chapman.' These lines, omitted in ell editions of Bums' 
works, were composed on Kennedy's recorery from a aevere 
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His socia), friendly, hoaest heart, 
Sae tictled Death they coald na part : 
Sae after viewing knives and garters, 
Death takes him hame to g;ie him quarters 



TO DR. MAXWELL, 



Barns wrote to Mr. Thomson io Septfonber or October, 
1794. " How do joa like the following epigrHm, which I 
wrote the other day on ■lovely young girl'a recovery from a 
fever 1 Doctor Maiwell wsa the physician who aeemingly 
saved her from the graye. and to him I addreu the fol- 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave. 

That merit ! deny : 
You save fair Jessy from the grave ! 

An Angel could not die. 

illness. On hia way to kirk on a bright Sabbath morDing-, 
he vras met by the Poet, wbo, having rallied him on the 
aombie expression of his countenance, fell back, and aooii 
rejoined bim, presented him with the epitaph scrawled on 
(bit of paper witb a pencil.'' " Kennedy's occupation," 
says Allan Cnnningham, ■' vrhich gave him a knowledge of 
the world at that time far beyond that of Che humble cotter's 
son, made him ui extremely acceptable companion, while 
bis ■ social, friendly, honest heart,' converted acquaintance 
into friendship. They maintained s regular correspondence, 
until about the time of Bums' departure for Ldinburgh, 



sad swain of the Yarrow." 
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FRAGMENT. 

Now health fbraakes that ang«l face, 
Nae mair my Dearie smiles ; 

Pale sickness withers ilka grace, 
And a' my hopes begailes. 

The cruel powers reject the prayer 

I hourly mak for thee ; 
Ye Heavens, how great is my despair, 

How can I see him die ! 



Ilie five following pieces were prinfed by Cromek, ftom 
copies ID Bums hand writing, and as tiiey have not 
baen assigi>ed lo any other author, ihey are here given, 
without any opmion being pronounced upon Iheir au- 
thenticity. 

TO THE OWL. 

BT JOHN m'creddie.* 

Sad Bird of N^ht, what sorrow calls thee forth. 
To vent thy plaints thus to the midnight hour ; 

Is it some blast that gathers in the north, 
Threat'ning to nip the verdure of thy bow'r ? 

" Mr. Cromsli considered these vBrsBS to have been writ- 
ten by Bums, notwithstandiD^ the Poet ittributed them to 
Joha M'Creddie, of whose eiistence, bowerer, there seems 
to be ^eat doubt- The text ia froia a copy in Bums^ own 
manaacript, end differs alighllj from that prmted by Cro- 
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]s it, sad Owl, that Autumn strips the shade, 
Aud leaves thee here, unsheiter'd and forlorn ? 

Or Fear that winter will thy nest invade ? 
Or is it SoHtude tliat bids thee mourn ? 

Shut out, lone Bird, from all the feather'd train, 
To tell thy sorrows to th' unheeding gloom ; 

No friend to pity when thou dost complain. 
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy home. 

Sing on, sad mourner ! I will bless thy strain. 
And pleased in sorrow hearken to thy song : 

Sing on, sad mourner 1 to the night complain, 
While the lone echo waits thy notes along. 

la beauty less, when down the glowing cheek 
Sad piteous tears in native sorrows fall ? 

Less kind the heart, when sorrow bids it break ? 
Less happy he who lists to pity's call ? 

Ah no, sad Owl ! nor is thy voice less sweet. 
That sadness tunes it, and that grief is there ; 

That spring'sgay notes, unskill'd, thou canst repeat; 
And sorrow bids thee to the gloom repair. 

Nor that the treble songsters of the day, 

Arequiteestranged, sad bird ofnight! from thee; 

Nor that the thrush deserts the evening spray, 
When darkness calls thee from thy reverie. 

From some old tower, thy melancholy dome. 
While the grey walls* and desert solitudes. 

Return each note, responsive, to the gloom 
Of ivied coverts and surrounding woods ; 
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There hooting; I will list more pleased to thee, 
Than ever lover to the nightingale ; 

Or drooping wretch, oppress'd with misery, 
Lending his ear to some condoling tale. 



" WAS E'ER PUIR POET."t 

" Was e'er puir Poet sae befitted. 
The maister drunk — the horse committed : 
Puir harmless beast ! tak thee nae care. 
Thou 'It be a horse when he's nae mair (mayor)." 



t " It is not probably generally knawn that the Poet ooce 
paid OUT " merry ci^" (ijarlisle)ii visit, thoagh there is do 
doubt tbat he did once at least get " udco happy" within ita 
ancient walla. He had come into (he city upon horseback, 
and bis nag was turned out to grass for a few boars. The 
horse, as may well be supposed, boring such a maalei, wsa 
a brute of taste, aud took it into his head that the grass in a 
field beloogiDg to our worthy corporation, which adjoined 
tbat in which it had been put, was of a better and sweeter 
Bbtout than its own aUobuent, and accordingly made good 
a lodgment there. The mayor impounded the boise, and 
the Deit moniiiw, when Bums beard of the disaster, he 
wrote the stanza m the text. His worebip's mayoral^ wag 
about to expire on the day on which the stanza was written. 
It ia said that when the mayor heard whose horse he had 
impounded, he gave instant orders for its liberation, ex- 
claiming, ■ Let mm have it, or the job will be heard of for 
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Innocence 

LoolcB gaiiy-smiling on ; while rosy pleasure 
Hides young desire amid her flowery wreath, 
And pours her cup luxuriant; mantling high 
The sparkling heavenly vintage, Love and Bhsst 



THERE'S NAETHIN LIKE THE HONEST NAPPY. 

Three's naethin like the honest nappy ! 
Whaur'il ye e'er see men sae happy. 
Or women sonsie, saft an' sappy. 

As them wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or horn. 
I've seen me daez't upon a time; ' 

I scarce could wink or see a styme ; 
Just ae hauf muchkin does me prime, 

Ought less is little. 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg's a whittle ! 



PBppy." 

ocoai smong " FragmenU, Miacellineous Renwb," &c. ia 
Burns' hund vriliiig, piinled in " Cramek'i Reliques of 
Bums ;" bat it does not neceswrilj tbllow thtt he waa the 
sDlhor of them, and they have not, it ia believed, been ia- 
aeited in an^ fonner editioa of hia works. 
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TO THE BUINS OF LINCLUDEN ABBEY. 



Of the following lines all wbich is known is that ihey haTe 

been printed with this note sttacbed la them : " On the 
hanks of the rirer Cluden, and at a ahoit distaace from 
Dumfries, are the beautiful ruina of the Abbey of Linda- 
den, wliich was founded in the time of Malcolm the 
Fourth. King of Scotland. The followiafc address to them 
by the poet Burns has nerer, it is believed, been before 
published. S.J." 



Ye holy walls, that still sublime 
Resist the crumbling touch of time. 
How strongly still your form displays 
The piety of ancient days. 
As through your ruins, hoar and grey — 
Ruins, yet beauteous in decay — 
The silvery moon-beams trembliag fly, 
The form of ages long gone by 
Crowd thiclc on Fancy's wond'ring eye, 
And wake the soul to musings high. 
Ev'n now, as lost in thought profound, 
I view tlie solemn scene around, 
And pensive gaze with wistful eyes, 
The past returns, the present flies ; 
Again the dome, in pristine pride, 
Lifls high its roof, and arches wide. 
That knit with curious tracery 
Each Gothic ornament display ; 
The high arched windows, painted feir, 
Show many a saint and martyr there ; 
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OT BURNS. 

As on their slender forms I'd gaze, 
Metbinks they brighten to a bkize ; 
With noiseless step and taper bright, 
What are yoD forms that meet my sight 7 
31owIy they move, while every eye 
Is heavenward raised in ecstasy, 
'Tis the fair, spotless, vestal train. 
That seeks in prayer the midnight fene. 
And hark I what more than mortal sound 
Of music breathes the pile around? 
'Tis the soft chaunted choral song. 
Whose tones the echoing aisles prolong : 
Till thence retum'd they softly stray 
O'er Cluden's wave with fond delay ; 
Now on the rising gale swell high, 
And now in fainting murmurs die : 
The boatmen on Nith's gentle stream. 
That glistens in the pale moon's beam, 
Suspend their dashing oars to hear 
The holy anthem, loud and clear ; 
Each worldly thought awhile forbear, 
And mutter forth a half-form'd prayer. 
But, as 1 gaze, the vision fails, 
like frost-work touch'd by southern gales ; 
The altar Nnks, the tapers fade, 
And all the splendid scene's decay'd. 
In window fair the painted pane 
No longer glows with holy stain, 
But, through the broken glass, the gale 
Blows chilly from the misty vale. 
The bird of eve flits sullen by, 
Her home, these aisles and arches h^h: 
The choral hymn, that erst so clear 
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Broke softly sweet on Fancy's ear, 
Is drowa'd amid the mouraftil scream. 
That breaks the magic of my dream : 
Roused by the sound, I start and see 
The ruin'd, sad reality. 



When by a generous public's kind acclaim. 
That dearest meed is granted — ^honest fame ; 
When here your favour is the actor's lot, 
Nor even the man in private life foigot ; 
What breast so dead to heav'niy virtue's glow, 
Bui heaves impassion 'd with the grateful throe ? 
Poor is the task to please a barbarous throng, 
It needs no Siddons" power in Southern's song : 
But here an ancient nation, fam'd afar 
For genius, learning high, as great in war — 
Hail, Caledonia ! name for ever dear ! 
Before whose sons I'm honour'd to appear ! 



■ This prologue occurs in the coUectJon of Bums' Poems, 
printed at Gla^w in IBOl ; but it seemg to bare b«en re- 
jected bv Mr. Allan CannuighBin and all his other editors, 
/lite piobsbilitjr that it was written by Bums ts, however, 
sliewn by the fact, that he was ceTtBinly known to Woods ; 
for in fiis notes on " May Eve, or Kate of Aberdeen," in 
the " Musical Museum," he relates an anecdote of Cui- 
□ingiiBiu the actor, adding, " This Mr. Woods tht player, who 
knew' Cunninghun well, and esteemed him muob, aimrtd 
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OF BUBNB. 149 

Where every science, every nobler art — 
That can infonn the mind, or mend the heart, 
Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found. 
Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy, no idle, pedant dream. 
Here holds her search, by heaven-taught Reason's 

beam; 
Here History paints with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course ; 
Here Douglas forms wild Shakespeare into plan. 
And Harley rouses all the god in man. 
When well-form'd taste, and sparkling wit unite, 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright 
(Beauty, where foultleas symmetry and grace. 
Can only charm us in the second place). 
Witness my heart, how ott with panting fear. 
As on this night, I've met these judges here ! 
But still the hope Experience taught to live, 
Equal to judge — you're candid to forgive. 
No hundred -headed Riot here we meet, 
With decency and law beneath his feet. 
Nor Insolence assumes tair Freedom's name; 
Like Caledonians, you applaud or blame. 

OThou, dread Power! whose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch 'd to shield the honour'd land. 
Strong may slie glow with all her ancient fire; 
May every son be worthy of his sire ; 
Fnm may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's chain ; 
Still self-dependent in her native shore. 
Bold may she brave grim Danger's loudest roar, 
TillFate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more. 
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NATURE'S LAW." 

HDMBLV INSCRIBED TO ( 



Let other lieroes boast their scars. 

The marks of sturt and strife ; 
And other Poets sing of wars, 

The plagues of human life ; 
Shame fa' the fun ; wi' sword and gun 

'to slap mankind like lumber '. 
I ^ng his name and nobler fame, 

Wha multiplies out number. 

Great Nature spoke, with air benign, 

' Go on, ye human race ! 
' This lower world 1 you resign ; 

' Be truitful and increase, 
' The hquid fire of strong desire 

' I've pour'd it in each bosom ; 
' Here, in this hand, docs mankind stand, 

' And there, is Beauty's blossom !' 

The Hero of these artless strains, 
A lowly Bard was he, 

* lliese verses, wbich vrere inscribed to Gavin HHmiltop, 
ire non> printed, for the firat time, Irom n copy in the Poet's 
ivrn writiDg, tnd seem to hare been composed soon after 
Ura. Bnina had presented him with twins. 
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Who sung his rhymes in Coila's plains 

With meikle tnitth an' glee ; 
Kind Nature's care had given liis share, 

Large, of th^ flaming current; 
And, alt devout, he never sought 

To stem the sacred torrent. 

He felt the powerful, high behest, 

Thrill, vital, thro' and thro' ; 
And sought a correspondent breast. 

To give obedience due : 
Propitious Powers screen'd the young flow'rs 

From mildews of abortion; 
And lo ! the Bard, a great reward, 

Has got a double portion 1 

Auld, cantie Coil may count the day. 

As annual it returns. 
The third of Libra's equal sway. 
That gave another B[umsj 
With future rhymes, an' other times, 

To emulate his sire ; 
To sing auld Coil in nobler style 

With more poetic fire. 

Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful song. 

Look down with gracious eyes ; 
And bless auld Coila, large and long. 

With multiplying joys, 
Lat^ may she stand to prop the land. 

The flow'r of ancient nations : 
And B[um]'s spring, her fame to sing, 

To endless generations 1 
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THE P0BH9 



THE CATS LIKE KITCHEN. 



The following letUir Iioid Bums to Mr. Robert Aunlie. 
which IB now for the first time printed from the original, 
contains Bome dogeerel verses whiob serve u in eionie for 
introducing it in this place. It is eitremelji characteriatiG, 

and will be read with intereit. 

" To Mr. Robert Ainalie, jnn. Berrywell, Dunse. 

' AsIgsedup'toDunse 

To ?>arp a pickle jam, 
nohin. Btllj bodri 

He gat mo wi' bairn.' 

From henceforth, m; dear Sir, I am determined to set off 
with my letters like the periodical writers, rii. prefix a kind 
of text, quoted from some classic of undoubted aulhorilv, 
such as the author of the immortal piece of which mj text is 
a part. What I bare to say on mj t«zt is exhausted in a 
letter I wrote jou the other da;, before I had the pleasure 

any thing more lucky, as I hare but the time to write this, 
ihat Mr. Nicol on the opposite side of the table takes to cor- 
rect a proof sheet of s thesis. They ere gabbling Latin so 
loud that I cannot hear wbat my own soul ia saying in my 
own skull, BO must just give you a matterof fact aentenceor 
two, and end, if time permit, with a verse de rei geoeratioDe. 

To-morrow [ leave Edinboi^h in a chaise : Niool thinks 
it more comfortable than horse-baok, to which I say. Amen ; 
ao Jenny Geddea goes home (o Ayr-sbire, lo use a phrase 
of my mother's, " wL' her finger in her mouth." , 

Now for a modest verse of classical authority ; 



The cats l!ke Vitcben ; 

The dogs like broo ; 
The lasses like the lads weel. 

And th' auld wives too. 
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And we're a' noddio, 
Nid, nid, noddia. 
We're a' noddin fou at e'en. 

If tbis does not please you, let me baa from joa : if you 
writs aaj time before the first of September, direct to Inver- 
nna, to b« left at tbe post office qU CBUed for ; the next 
wmIi St Aberdeen ; tbe next at Edinburgh. 

Tbe abeet i» done, and I aball just conclude with asanriag 
jou that I am, lod ever witb pnde shall be, mj dear Sir, 
Robert Bdkns. 

Call joar boy what joq think proper, onW interject 
Btims. What do yon gajto ascriptuienanie; for instance, 
Zimri Bnms AinBlie, or Arcbitopbal, &c. look your Bible 
for these tiro heroes, if you do thie, I vill repay tbe oompli- 

Edinbui^h, S3rd August, 17 ST." 



■•TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 
Id my early yea 
conrting the tragic n 

nineWen when Iske ^. .^ 

but the bunting' of a cloud of family misfortunes, which had 
for sometime threatened us, prevented my further progress. 
In those days I never wrote down anything ; so except a 
speech or two, the whole has escaped my mamoiy. Th* 
following, which 1 most distinctly remember, was an eicla- 

of generosity, and daring at times in rillainies. 

He is supposed to meet with a child of misery, and ex- 
claimed to Qunself, 

' All devil as I am, a damned wretch, 

' A harden'd, stubborn, unrepentmg villain, 
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IS4 THE POEMB 

* Still my heart melts at human wretchedness ; 

' And with sincere tho' unavailiog sighs 

' I view the helpless children of distress. 

' With tears indignant I behold th' oppressor 

' Rejoicing in the honest man's destruction, 

' Whose unsubmitting heart was all his crime. 

' Even you, ye helpless crew, 1 pity you; 

' Ye, whom the seeming good think sin to pity ; 

' Ye poor, despis'd, abandon'd vagabonds, 

' Whom Vice, as usual, has turn'd o'er to Ruin. 

' but for kind, tho' ill-requited friends, 

' I had been driven forth like you forlorn, 

' The most detested, worthless wretch among you ! 

' O injur'd God ! thy goodness has endow'd me 

' With talents passing most of my compeers, 

' Which I in jast proportion have abus'd 

' As far surpassing otJier common villains, 

' As Thou in natural parts hadst given me more.' 



EXTEMPORE.' 

PINNED TO A LADY'S COACH. 

h you rattle along like your mistress's tongue. 
Your speed will out-rival the dart: 

But, a fly for your load, you'll break down on 
the road. 
If your stuff be as rotten's her heart. 

■ Printed from ■ copy in Burns' hand writing. 
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The following ftngroentii occur in Bums' ComiDon Place 
Book. Mr. Allan CunDinghara sajs, " The Prose 
portion has been copied from Cunie and Irom Cromek, 

with some slight additions, and the verees are from 
another source." He adtls; " In several places small 
but necessary liberties have been taken with the lan- 
guage. It would have been unwise to omit verses so 
characteristic, and they would have offended many bad 
they appeared as Ihey aland in the onginal." 



Ye hae lien a' wranf, lassie, 
Ye'ye lien a' wrang ; 

And wi a iremit raaa. 
ance ye danced upon the knowes 

And ance ye lightly sang — 
But in herrying o' a bee byke, 

I'm rad ye've got a stang. 



O GiE my love brose, brose, 

Gie my bve brose and butter ; 
For nane in Carrick or Kyle 

Can please a lassie better. 
The lav'rock lo'es the grass. 

The muirhen lo'es the heather ; 
But gie me a braw moonlight. 

And me and my love tc^ther. 
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Lass, when your mither is Irae hame, 

Might I but be sae bauld 
As come to your bower-window. 

And creep in frae the cauld, 
As come to your bower- window. 

And when it's cauld and wat. 
Warm me in thy sweet bosom ; 

Fair lass, wilt thou do that ? 

Young roan, g^f ye should.be sae kind, 

When our gudewife's frae hame. 
As come to my bower-window, 

Whare I am liud my lane. 
And warm thee in my bosom — 

But I will tell thee what, 
The way to me lies through the kirk ; 

Young man, do ye hear that ? 



I MET a lass, a bonnie lass, 

Coming o'er the .braes o' Couper, 
Bare her leg and bhght her een,"^ 

And handsome ilka bit about her. 
Weel I wat she was a quean 

Wad made a body's mouth to water; 
Our mess John, wi' his lyart pow. 

His haly hps wad lickit at her. 
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WAT Je what my minnie did, 
My minnie did, my minnie did, 

O wat ye what my minnie did, 
On Tyaday 'teen to me, jo ? 

She laid me in a sail bed, 
A saft bed, a safl bed, 

She laid me in a sail bed. 
And ^ade gudeen to tne, jo. 

An' wat ye what the parson did. 

The parson did, the parson did. 
An' wat ye what the parson did, 

A' for a penny fee, jo t 
He loosed on me a lang- man, 

A mickle man, a Strang man, 
He loosed on me a lang man. 

That might hae worried me, jo. 

An' I was but a young thing, 
A young thing, a young thing. 

An' I was but a young thing, 
Wi' nane to pity me, jo. 

1 wat the kirk was in the wyte, 

In the wyte, in the wyte, 

To pit a young thing in a fright. 

An' loose a man on me, jo. 



!;,■ Google 



THE POEWa 



CAN ye labour lea, youi^ man, 
An' can ye labour lea ; 

Gae back the gate ye cam' again, 
Ye'ae never scorn me. 

1 feed a man at Martinmas, 
Wi' arle pennies three ; 

An' a' the faut I fan' wi' him. 
He couldna labour lea. 

The stibble rig is easy plough'd. 

The fellow land is free ; 
But wha wad keep the handless coof, 

That couldna labour lea. 



Jennt M'Craw, she has ta'en to the heather. 
Say, was it the covenant carried her thither; 
Jenny M'Craw to the mountains is gane, 
Their leagues and their covenants a' she has ta'en; 
My head and my heart, now quo' she, are at rest, 
And as for the lare, let the did do his best. 



Lord, we thank an' thee adore, 
For temp'ral gifts we little merit ; 

At present we will ask no more, 
Let William Hyslop give the spirit. 
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The last braw bridal that I was at, 

Twas on a. Haltowmass day. 
And there was routh o' drink and fun. 

And mickle mirth and play. 
The bells they rang, and the carlios sang, 

And the dames danced in the ha'; 
The bride went to bed wi' the silly bridegTo< 

In the mid'st o' her kimmera a". 



TiiEKE came a pipei out o' Fife, 
I watna what they ca'd him ; 

He play'd our cousin Kate a spring. 
When fient a body bade him. 

And ay the msur he hotch'd an' blew. 
The mair that slie forbade him. 



The black -headed eagle 

As keen as a beagle, 
He hunted o'er height and owre howe ; 

But fell in a trap 

On the braes o' Gemappe, 
E'en let him come out as he dowe. 



!;,■ Google 



THE POEMS 



O Tiioc, in whom we live and move. 

Who mad'st the sea and shore ; 
Thy goodness constantly we prove, 

And grateful would adore. 
And if it please thee, pow'r above, 

Still grant us with such store ; 
The friend we trust, the fair we love. 

And we desire no more. 



EPITAPH ON WILLIAM NICOL. 

Ye ma^ots feast on Nicol'a brain. 
For few sic feasts yeVe gotten ; 

And fix your claws in Nicol's heart, 
For de'il a bit o'ts rotten. 
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THE LASS 0' BALLOCHMVLE- 



TwAS even— the dewy fields were green. 

On every blade the pearls hang ; 
The Zephyrs wanton 'd round the bean, 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 
In every glen the Mavis sang, 

All nature listening seem'd the while. 
Except where green- wood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

* ■' The lass of fiallaahmyle" waa Mias AleiBDder ; and 
this SoDg wm seat to liei in the following letter : 

MoMgiel, leih Nov. 1786. 

Madam.— Poeta are Bnch outt£ beings, ao mucb (he chil- 
dren of wayward fancy and capriciona whim, that I believe 
the world generally allowa Chem & lar^ lalitade ia the 
]Bwa of propriety ihui the sober sona of judgment and pru- 
dence. I mention this as an q>olog; for the liberties that 
a nameless saaoger has taken with you in the enclosed 
poem, which he begs leave to present you with. Whether 
It has poetical merit any nay worthy of the theme. I am not 
the proper j ud^ ^ but it is the best my abilities can pro- 
duce ; and what to a good heart will, perhaps, be a superior 
gnce, it ia equally sincere and ferrent. 

" The scenery waa nearly taken from real life, though I 
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With careless step I onward stray'd. 

My heart rejoic'd in nature's joy. 
When musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden tair I chanc'd to spy ; 
Her look was like the morning's eye. 

Her air like nature's vernal smile. 
Perfection whisper'd passing by. 

Behold the lass o' Ballochmyle !' 

Fair is the morn in flowery May, 
And sweet is night in Autumn mild ; 



Vas. ■ Tha lily-hue, and roae'adje 

Bespoke the lass o' Balloclunyle. 
dare say, Madam, yoa do not recollect it, tn 1 believe yon 
acaicely noticed the poedc r^vntr as he wandered by jou. 
' 1 had roved oat ia cbaace directed, in the Isvourite haaDls 
)f my Muse, on the hanks of the Ayr, to view nature in all 



crimson openiag blossom, or the verdant spreading leaf. It 
was a golden moment for a poetic heart. I listened to (he 
feathered warblers, pouring their harmony on every hand, 
with a congenial kindred regard, and frequently turned out 
of my path, lest I should disturb their Utile songs, or 
frighten them to another station. Surely, said I to myself, 
he must be a wretfh indeed, who, regardlessof your harmo- 
nious endeavours (o please him, can eye jonr elusive flights 
to discover your secret recesses, and to rob you of all the 
property nsture gives you — your dearest comforts, youi 
helpless nestlings. Even the hoary bawtham twig that 
shot across the way, what heart at such a time but must 
have been interested in its welftre, and wish it preserved 
from the rudely-browsing cattle, or the withering eastern 
blast. Such was the scene, — and such the hour, whan in 
a oomer of my prospect, 1 spied one of the fairest pieces of 
nature's worlnnanship that ever crowned a poetic landscape, 
or met s poet's eye, those visionary bsWs excepted, who 
h<Jd Gonunerce with aerial beings. Had Calumny and Vil- 
lany taken my walk, they had at that moment sworn eternal 
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When roving thro' the garden gay. 
Or wandering in a lonely wild : 

But Woman, Nature's darling child ! 
There all her charms she does compUe ; 

Ev'n there her other works are foil'd* 
By the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 

0, bad she been' a country maid, 
And I the happy country swain, 

Tho' shelter'd in the lowest shed 
That ever rose in Scotland's* plain ! 



peace with auch tn object. Wbat an hour of iaspiration for 
a poet ! Ii would have raiaed plain dull historic prose into 
metaphor and meaaure. The incloeed Song was the work 
of my return home; and psrhapa it bnt poorly answers 
what might have been expected from such > scene. I hare 
the honoui to be. Madam, your most obedient and rery 
humble aerrant. R, B." 

On sending a copy of the»e verses to Mra. Stewart, of 
Stair, sooD afterwards, Bums said : "The hurry of my pre- 
peiationa for going abroad has hindered me from perfonoiiig 
my promise so soon aa I intended. I have here sent you u 
parcel of songs, &u. which never made their appearance, 
except Xo a friend or two at most. P^hapa some of them 
may be no great entertaiiunent (o yon ; but of that I am tar 
from being an adequate judge. The song to the tuns of 
Ettrick Banks you wiU easily see the unproprieh- of ex- 
poaii^ much, even in manuscript. I tMnk, Dtyaelf, it baa 
some merit, both aa a tolerable descripcion of one of Na- 
ture's sweetest scenes, a July evening, and one of the finest 
pieces of Nature's workmanship — the fineat, indeed, we 
know any thing of— an amiable, beautiful young woman i 
but I have no common friend to procure me that permission, 
without which I would not dare to spread the copy," 

Tie Song hes been collated with two nkanuacripta of the 
Poet's. The copy in Thomson's CoUeetion has some other 
variadoDs to the tune of " Johny's Grey Breeka." 
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Thro' weary winter's wind and rain. 
With joy, with rapture, I would toil ; 

And nightly to my bosom Btrain 
The bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep. 

Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold m^ht tempt the deep, 

Or downward seek the Indian mine; 
Give me the cot below the pine, 

To tend the flocks or till the soil. 
And every day has joys divine. 

With the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. f 



SONG OF DEATH-t 

A GAELIC AIR. 

Scene— A field ofbattle, Timaof thedny— EveninB. The 
•rounded and dicing of tbe Tictorions army are supposed 
to join in (he aong. 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 

Now gay with tbe bright' setting sun ! 
Farewell,lovesand friendships, ye dear, tender ties. 
Our race of existence is run! 

V*ii. ' brcMid. 

* Under tbe above Song U written " Mias Willie Aleisn- 
der." 

1 Bume sent this SoDg to Mrs. Dimlap, (he daughter and 
Leiresa of SitThoinmWdlace, of Crsina, in DeceiDbisr,!?^! , 

observing, " 1 have juit finished tbs following Song, wbich. 
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Thoui^imKingof Terrors, thou life's gloomy foe. 
Go, frighten the coward and slave 1 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell Tyraot! but know. 
No terrors hast thou for the brave ! 

Thoustrik'stthedullpeasant— he sinks in the dark. 
Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name ; 

Thou strik'st the young hero — a. glonous mark ! 
He falls in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honour — our swords in our 
hands. 

Our King and our Country to save — 
While victory shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

O ! who would not rest with the brave 1 



MY AIN KIND DEARIE 0.» 

When o'er the hill the eastern star 
Tells bughtln-time is near, my jo ; 

And owsen iiae the furrow'd field 
Return sae dowf and wearie ; 



diere, needa neither prefsce nor spologj. The circumstance 
that g>re rise to the following Tersea, was looking over, 
with a muaical friend, M'DonaJd'a CoUectian of Highland 
Air», I was atruck with one, entitled, ' Oran u Aoig,' or 
■ The Song of Death,' to the meaaure of which I hare 
adapted m}' stsnioa." 

* On aending thia Sang to Mi. Thomaon, Bonu said, 
" Let me tell you, that i^od are too taatidioua in your ideas 
of aoogs and ballads. I own that joor criticisms are juat; 
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Down by the burn, where scented birks 
Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo, 

I'll meet thee on the lea-rig, 
My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie 0, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie 0. 
. Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild,t 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My aio kind dearie O. 

The hunter lo'ea the morning snn, 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 

Along the bum to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey, 

It maka my heart sae cheery O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 



_ -J, J ... J ,„.. ._. -..<, the taulU 

^ n tLem ; but who shall mend tbe matter T Who 

ahall rise up and any — Go to, I will make a better? For id- 
stance, on reading OTer ' The Lea-rig,' 1 immediatnly set 
about Crying my hand on it, and, after all, I could maliB no- 
thing more of it than the tbilowing, which Hearen knows is 
poor enough." The last stanra was sent to Mr. Thomson 
in December, 1792. 

i One of Bums' editors has obserred, " In the copy 
transmitted to Mr. Thomson, instead of liiiU, was inserted 
net. But in one of tbe manuscripts, probably written after- 
wsrd. wet was changed into wild, evidt^ntly a great im- 



AULD ROB MORRIS.J 

There's anid Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, 
He's the king o'^de fellows and wale of auld men; 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the morning, (he foiiest in May ; 
She's sweet as the ev'oing amang the new hay ; 
As blythe and as artless as the lamb on the lea. 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 

But oh ! she's an heiress, auld Robin's a laird, 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and 

yard; 
A wooer like me maunna hope to corae speed. 
The wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead. 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
I wander my lane, like a night-troubled ghaist, 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

proremeDt. Frobablj Barns bad in his mind th« rerst of 
an old Scottish song, in which att ind toeary are naturally 
enoDgh conjoined : 

' When m; ploaghmau cornea bame U er'n, 

Hs's often wet end weary ; 
Cast off tbe wet, put on the dir. 
And gae to bed, my deaiy.' 
t The two firal tinea of this Song are taken from an old 
Scottisb ballad, printed in Ramaay'a Miacellany, banning 
" Auld Rob Morris that wona in yon glen," 
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had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hop'd she wad smil'd upon n: 
bow past describing had then been my bliss. 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 



NAEBODY. 

I HAE a wife o' my ain, 
I'll partake wi' naebody ; 

I'll tak cuckold frae naae, 
I'll gie cuckold to naebody. 

I hae a penny to spend. 
There — thanks to naebody ; 

I hae naething to lend, 
I'll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naehody's lord, 
I'll be slave to naebody ; 

I hae a gnid braid sword, 
I'll tak dunts fra naebody. 

I'll be merry and free, 
I'll be sad for naebody ; 

If naebody care for me, 
I'll care for naebody. 
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MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING." 

She is a wiosome wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She U a bonnie wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 



■ On the athofNoYBmbei, 1798, Barna wrote to Tbom- 
son : " If you metm, my dear sir, that all the Bonn in jour 
coUectioD shall be poetry of the first merit, I am afmd you will 
find more difficulljintheundertHkingthanyouaroBwara of. 
There is peculiar rhythmuH in many of out airs, and a ne- 
cessity of adapting ayllables to the emphasis, or what I would 
call Vtv ftaturt-aota of the tune, that cramp the poet, and 
lay him under almost insuperable difficulties. For inatance, 
ID the air, ' My Wife^a a wanton wee thing,* if a few Hues, 
mnootli Bud pretty, can be adapted tc it, it is all you can 
expect. The following were made eitempore to it; and 
though, on further study, I might give you something more 
profound, yet it might not suit the light-horse ^op of the 
«ir 10 well aa this random clink." 

The aong is thus ^ren in Thomson's Collectioa, vol. vi. 
p. 44, ' My Love's a wanton wee Thing,' changed from 
the old name of the air, ■ My Wile'a a wanton wee thing,' 
The first stanza by Bums, the other two by George Thom- 
son, and first published in 1824 : 

My lore's a winsome wee thing. 

She is a handsome wee thing. 

She is a bonnie wee thing, 

She has promis'd right aoon to be mbe. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lov'd a dearer, 

,And neiat my heart I'll wear her, 

For fear my jewel tine — 
Mr. TbomsoD's version, beginning 

" O leeze me on my wee thing," 
which he sent to Bnma, were, the Poet said, in December, 
1791, impiovemeats on the origiaaL 
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I never saw a fairer. 



And neist my heart I'D wear her, 
For fear my jewel tine. 



She is a winsome wee thing, 
She ia a handsome wee thing;. 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o" mine. 

The warld's wrack, we share o't, 
The warstle and the care o't ; 
Wi' her I'll biythely bear it. 
And think my lot dirine. 



DUNCAN GRAY.* 

Duncan Gray came here to woo. 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 

On blithe yule night when we were fou, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Maggie coost her head fu' high, 

Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 



* This BODg has nothing in.commoa vrith the old lioen- 
tioua bsUad of the game name, hut the first line and put of 
the third. 

Bums wrote to ThomsoD, " 4<h December, lT9t. The 
foregoing I submit to jiour better judgment, acquit them or 
coDdemn them ta aeemeth good in your sight, Duncan Gray 
is ihet kind of light-hoiBe gsUop of an air, which precludes 
The ludicrous ia its ruliog feature." 
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Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Cra^, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een hatth bleer't and blin', 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Time and chance are but a tide, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Slighted love is aair to bide. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Shall I, hke a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die 1 
She may gae to — France for me ! 

Ha, ha, 4c. 

How tt comes let doctors tell. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg grew sick — as he grew well. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And O, her een, they spak sic things ! 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Mag^e's was a piteous case. 

Ha, ha. Sic. 
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Duncao couldna be her death. 
Swelling pity smoor'd hia wnitb ; 
Now they're crouae and cantie baith 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 



O POORTiTH cauld, and restless love. 

Ye wreck my peace between ye : 
Yet poortith a' 1 could foi^ve. 
An' 't werena for my Jeanie. 

why should fate sic pleasure have, 

Life's dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

This warld's wealth when I think on, 
Its pride, and a' the lave o't ; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slave o't. 
O why, Sec. 

Her een sae bonnie blue betray 

How she repays my passion ; 
But prudence is her o'erword aye, 

She talks of rank and fashion. 
why, &c. 
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O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can pradence think upon. 

And sae in love as I am ? 
O why, &c. 

How blest the humble cotter's &te ! > 

He woos his simple dearie ; 
The sillie bogles, wealth and state. 
Can never make them eerie. 
O why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower a^ love 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 



OALLA WATER.i 

There's braw braw lads on Yairow braes. 
That wander thro' the blooming heather ; 

But Yarrow braes nor Ettric shaws, 
Can match the lads o' Galla Water, 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 
AbooD them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And I'll be his, and he'll be mine. 
The bonnie lad o' Galla Water, 



Vah. ■ Tbe wild wood iDdiu'B firte. MS. 

t This song waa sent to Mr. Thomson in January, 1T93. 



...Cooylt^ 



Altho' his daddie was nae laird, 
And tho' 1 hae nae meikle tocher; 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 
We'll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth. 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure ; 

The bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
that's the chiefeat warld's treasure ! 



LORD GREGORY.* 

O MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour, 
And loud the tempest's roar ; 

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tow'r, 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 



An exile frae her father's ha', 
And a' for loving thee ; 

At least some pity on me shaw 
If love it mayna be. 



* On this Song, Sama remarked to Mr. Thomson, 
t6ili JunisTy, 1793. " The veiy nsme of Pster Pindvii fa 
aoqnUitioD to your work. His ' Gregrory' is beautiM. I 
hare tried to giTCyoo aset ofstauzBain S«ota, on the sune 
■uhject, wbioh are al joai aerrice. Nat tl^t 1 intend to 
mter the lists with Peter ; that wonld be presumption in- 
deed. Mj soncTi thoagh muoh inferior in poetic merit, has, 
I think, more of the ballad simplicity in it." 
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Lord Gregory, mind'st thou not the grove, 

By boDuie Irwiue aide, 
Where first I owa'd that virgin-love, 

I lang, lang had denied ? 

How atlea didst thou pledge and vow, 

Thou wad for aye be mine ! 
And my fond heart, itsel sae true. 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart. Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thou dart of heaven that flashest by, 

O wiit thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above. 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause love. 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 



OPEN THE DOOE TO ME, OH ! 



Oh, open the door, some pity to shew. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh! ' 
Tho' thou hast been false, I'll ever prove true. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh ! 



' Origiiully, " If loveit m^ nsbe, ol 
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Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, Oh ! 
The frost that freezes the Ufe at my heart, 

Is sought to my pains frae thee, Oil I 

The wan moon is setlii^ behind the white wave. 

And time is setting with me, Oh ! 
False friends, false love, farewell! for mait 

I'll ne'er trouble them, nor thee. Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, she has opeu'd it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 
My true loye, she cried, and sank down by his side. 

Never to rise again. Oh ! 



MEG O' THE MILL. 



Burns wrote W Mr. Thomson in April, 1793, " Do you 
linoH- a fine ait called 'Jack Hume's Lament?' I have a song 
of conaideTable merit to that air. I'll inclose you both the 
song and tuna, aa I bad Ihem ready to send to Johnson's 
Museum ;" and Thomson observes, the fbllowing is the aoug 
in question ; adding thai it is certainly by Burns, " ttiough 
be does not genei-ally praise hia own songs so much." 



KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill ha^ gotten. 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siller, 
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller. 
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The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady ; 
The laird was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl ; 
She's left the guid fellow and ta'en the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving; 
The l^Lird did address her wi' matter mair moviDf , 
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

wae on the siller, it ie sae prevailing ; 
And wae on the love that is fised on a maiden! 
A tocher's nae word in a tnie lover's parle. 
But, gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! 



Tbue hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Yarrow, 

And fair are the maids on the banks o' the Ayr, 
But by the sweet side o' the Nith's winding river, 

Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair : 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance, fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

t Tbe " Jessie" of this son; was Miss Jessie Stsig, of 
Dumfries, who married Major Miller, second son of tbe 
Laird of Dalswintoa, and died ia early life. 
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O, fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy roomiag. 

And sweet is the Uly at eveuing close ; 
But in the ^r presence o' lovely youDg Jessie, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd in her een he dehvers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger '. 

Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a'. 



WANDERING WILLIE. 



In March, 1793, Bami seat the following copy of tbia 
90D|; to Tbomfton, saying ; " I leare it to yon, my dear air, 
to detennine whether the aboFo or the old ■ Thro' the lang 
Muir' be ths beW." Thomson replied in April following : 
" Your ' Hereawa Willie' muat undergo aotue alleratioiia 
to suit the sir, Mr. Erakine and I hare been conoiug; it 
over ; he will auggest what is necessary to make them a £t 
match," With a fow Bleep liona, the copy in the text agrees 
with the one proposed by Erskine ; and Burns says in a sub- 
sequent lett«r, " My 3oni;, ' Kere ana, there awa,' as 
amended by Mr. Erakine, I entirely appiove of and retnin 
b> you." Allan Cunningham obaerres that the heroine of 
this song is said u> have been the lovely and accomplished 
Mrs. Riddel. 



Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame ; 

Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie. 

Tell me thou bring'st me my Willie tlie same. 
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Winter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee ; 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
Tbe simmer to nature, my Willie to me ! ' 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers ; 

How your dread howling; a lover alarms 1 
Wauken,' ye breezes, row gently, ye billows. 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my aims. 

But oh, if he's pithless, and minds na his p^annie. 
Flow still between us, thou wide-roaring ' main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, believe* that my Willie's my am. 



LOGAN BRAES, t 



O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride; 
And years sinayne hae o'er us run, 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 

Vah. ' Erskine suggested, 

" As limmer to nature, bo Willie to me." 
' Blow soft. Erifdni. 
' Dark heaving. ]inldiie. 
' White, dying, I Uiink, flic. Krsldn£, 
Bnrua oluervea, about March, 1793, " I do not know whe- 
tbeE this snug he n^llj mended." 

t In a letter from Burns (o Mr. Thomson, Januarj X.^th, 
1793, lie says, " Hare you ever, my dear air, felt your bosom 
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But now thy flow'ry banks appear 
Like (Irumlie winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his faes. 
Far, far frae me and Logan Braes. 

Again the merry month o' May 

Has made our hills and valleys ^y ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers. 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers ; 

Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye. 

And evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soul, deUghtless, a' surveys. 

While Willie's fax frae Lc^an Braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Aniang her nestlings, sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu' mate will share her toil, 
Or wi' his song her eares beguile ; 
But I wi' Diy sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer. 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie's far frae Logan Braes. 



readj( to burst with indignation on rending of those miglity 
villaina who diride kingdota agsinst tdugdom, desolate pro- 
vincea. and lay natioDa waste out of the wantonnesB of am- 
bition, or often from still more ignoble passions 1 In a mood 
of this kind to-daj, 1 recollected the air of ' Logan Water;' 
and it occurred to me that its queruloua melodj probably 
bad ita origiti from the plaintire indignation of some swelling 
suffering heart, fired at the tjiannic strides of some public 
destroyer; and overwhelmed with prirate distreas, the cod- 
sequence ofs country's ruin. If I hare done any thing at 
all like justice to mj feelings, tbefollowinj^ song, composed 
in three qnartera of an hour's medilaliDn in my elbow-chair, 
ought to hare some merit." 
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wae upon you, men o' state, 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye mak monie a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy' 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry ? 
But soon may peace bring happy days, 
And Willie hame to Logan Braes ! 



THERE WAS A I 



There was a lass, and she was fair, 
At kirk and market to be seen. 

When a' the feirest maids were met. 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 



ViH. ' Originsll; : 

' Ye mind Bt, 'mid }><>ur cruel 1078. 
The widow^s tear^, the orpfiao a cnea/ 

t On the and July, 1T93, Burns wrote to Thomson : " I 
hare just finished the tbllowJDg tnllsd, and, as 1 do think it 
in my best style. 1 send it you. Mr. Clarke, who wrot« 
down the air from Mrs, Burns' wood-iwte wild, ia very fond 
of it; and hiu given it a ceiebri^ by teaching it to some 
youne ladies of the first fashion here." " I'be heroine of 
the foregoing is Miss M. daughter of Mr. M. of D. one of 
your aubflcribers." The lady in question waa Jean, eldeat 
daughter of John M'Murdo, esq. of Drumlanrig. She mnr- 
risd iU I. Crawford. "1 hare not," said the Poet, "painted 
her intbe rank which ahe holds in life, but in tbe dreas and 
character of a cottier." 
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And aye she wrought her mammie's wark. 
And aye she sang sae merrily : 

The bhthest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a l^htex heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad. 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep and kye. 
And wanlon naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste, 
He danc'd wi' Jeanie on Uie down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en ; 
So trembling, pure, was tender love. 

Within the breast o' bonnie Jean.* 
And now she works her niammie's wark. 

And aye she sighs wi' care and pain ; 
Yet wistna what her ail might be. 

Or what wad mak her weel again. 

But didna Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And didna joy blink in her ee. 

As Robie tauld a tale o' love, 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? 
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The sun was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang aweet id ilka grove ; 

His cheek to her's he fondly prest, 
And whispet'd thus his tale o' love : 

O Jeanie fair, 1 lo'e thee dear ; 

O canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cut. 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 
At bam or byre thou shaltna dradge. 

Or naething else to trouble thee ;* 
But stray amang the heather-bells. 

And tent the waving corn wi' me. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent. 

And love was aye between them twa. 



PHILUS THE FAIR.t 



While larks with little wing 
Fann'd the pure air. 

Tasting the breathing spring. 
Forth I did fare : 



1 August, 1793, •' I hm-e 
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Gay the sun's golden eye 
Peep'd o'er the mountains hijili; 
Such thy mom ! did I cry, 
Phillis the fair. 

In each bird's careless son^ 

Glad did I share ; 
While yon wild flowers among. 

Chance led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day. 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray ; 
Such thy bloom ! did 1 say, 

Phillis the fair. 

Down in a shady walk. 

Doves cooing were, 
1 mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caught in a snare : 
So kind may Fortune be. 
Such make his destiny. 
He who would injure thee, 

Phillis the fair. 



tried mj band on ■ Robin Adsir," «nd you will probably 
ihiDk, with little Bucceas ; bat it is such a cursed, cramp, 
oat-af-the-wBy measure, that I despair of doin"; any thing 
better to it." " So much for nsmby-psmb;. I may, after 
all, try my band on it in Scots verse. There I always Sod 
myseir most st borne." 

" Phillis the Fair," according to Allan Cunningham, was 
Pbillis M'Murdo, afterwards Mrs. Norman Lockbarl, of 
Camwarth, and sister of " Boonie Jean," of " There waa 
a Laaa ;" and ho adds, that " Bums wrote it at the request 
of Stephen Chirke, the musician, wbo believed himself in 
love with bia cbaiming pupil." 
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Br Allan sb«ain 1 chanc'd to rove. 

While Phtsbus sank beyond Benleddi -.X 
The winds were whispering thro' the grove, 

The yellow corn was waving ready : 
I listen'd to a lover's sang. 

And thought on youthfii' pleasures inonie ; 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang — 

0, dearly do I lore thee, Annie I 

O, happy be the woodbine bower, 
Nae nightly bogle mak it eerie ; 

t Burnn wrote to Mr. Thomson in Anpist, 1793, " 1 
walked out yesterday erening, with a volume of the Mu- 
seum in my hand ; when turning np * Allan Water,' ' Wbat 
numbers shall the Muse repeat. &C. as tke words appeared 
to me rather unvorthy uf go fine an air ; and recollecting 
that it ia on your list, I sat, and rared, under the shade of 
an old thorn, till I wrote out one to suit the measure, I 
may be wrong, but 1 think it not in my worst styla, Yoa 
must know, that in Ramssy's Tea-table, where the modem 
Boag first appeared, the ancient name of the tune, Allan says, 
ia ■ Allan Water,' or, ' My lore Annie's to^ bonnie.' This 
last has certainly been a line of the original song ; so I took 
up the idea, and, ss you will see, hare introduced the line 
in its place, which I presume it tormtitly occupied ; though 
I likewise give you a ekooang iiiu, if it should not hit the 
cut of vour fancy, " Bnvo ! say I: it ia a good sod^. 
^ould jou think so too (not else), you can set the music 
to it, and let the other fallow as English rerses. Autumn 
is my propitions season. I make more verses in it tliBn in 
all the year else," 

t •■ A mountain westafStrathallaa, 3009 feet h^h." R. B. 
" Or, ' O my love Annie's veiy bonnie.'" E. B. 
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Nor ever sorrow Btain the hour. 

The place aod time I met my dearie ! 

Her head upon my throbbiog breast. 
She, sinking, said " I'm thine for ever !" 

While monie a kiss the seal imprest, 
The sacred vow, we oe'er should sever. 

The haunt o' spring's the primrose brae, 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 
How cheery thro' her shortening day 

Is autumn, in her weeds o' yellow ! 
But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure. 
Or, thro' each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure? 



HAD I A CAVE. 



Had 1 a cave on some wild, distant shore, 

Where the winds howl to the waves' dashing n 

There would I weep my woes, 

There seek my lost repose. 

Till grief ray eyes should close. 

Ne'er to wake more. 



t Bams WTOt« (o Thomson in August, 1793, " That 
crinkuni'Crankum tnne, Robin Adair, has run so in my head, 
and 1 succeeded so ill in my laat attempt, that I have ven- 
tured, in this moraiog^a walk, one esaaj more. 1iou, my 
dear air, will remerobef an unfortunate part of our worthy 
fiiand C.'a story, which happened ahoat three years ago. 
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Falsest of womankiod, canst thou declare 
All thy fond plighted vowa — fleeting as air ? 

To thy new lover hie, 

Laugh o'er thy perjury. 

Then in thy bosom try, 
What peace is there ! 



That struck m; fancj, and 1 eDdeamured to do tlie idea 
justice, a» follows." 

The Foet afterwards said to Thomson, '■ I am glad you 
are pleased with my song, ' Had I a Cbtc,' aa 1 liked it 
myaelf." With tefereoce to the tune. Bums elaewbere ob- 
serres : " By the wBj . I hare met with a musical Highlander 
ia Breadalhane's fenciblea, which are quartered here, who 
asBoree me thai he well rememhera his mother's singing 
Gaelic soi)g.4 to both ' Robin Adair' and ' Gismncbree. 
They certainly have more of the Scotch than the Irish taste 
ia tbem. This man comes iram the Ticinity of lUTemess : 
so it could not be any intercourse with Ireland that could 
brin^ tbem^ — except, whatlshrewdlysuspect to be the case, 
the wandering minstrels, barpers, and pipers, used to go 
frequently errant through the wilds both of Scotland and 
Ireland, and so some favourite airs might he common to both. 
A esse in point — They bave lately, in Ireland, published an 
Irish air, as they say, called • Caun du delish,' The &ct 
is, in a puhhcation of Coni's. a great while ago, you will 
find the same air, called a Highland one, with a Gaelic aong 
Kt to it. Its name there, I think, is ' (Iran Gaoil,' and a 
fine air it is. Do ask honest Allan, or the Rev. Gaelic 
Parson, about these matters." 
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WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD.} 

O WHISTLE, and I'll come to you, my lad ; 
O whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad : 
Tbo' father and mither and a' should gae mad, 
O whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad.' 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me. 
And comena unless the back-yett be a-jee; 
Syne up the back-stile, and let naebody see. 
And come as ye werena comin to me. 
And come, &c. 

O whistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
■ Gang by me as tho' that ye car'dna a Hie : 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black ee, 

Vm. ■ In same of tin MSS. the first fbar lines ma 
tbus: 

" O whistle, and 111 ciHae to ihee, my jo, 
O trhiatle, and 111 come to thee, myjo, 
Tho' father and mother anil a' should say no, 
O whistle, tmd I'll come (o thee, mjr jo. " 

t Bums inquired of Thomson in August, 1793, " U 
' Whistle, sod 111 come (o you, my Isd,' one of your airs ? 
I sdmire it much ; snd yeaterday I set (he following verses 
to it. Urbani, whom I have met irith here, b^ged Ihem of 
me, as he admires the aii much ; but aa I understand that 
he looks wilh rather an evil eye on your work, I did not 
choose to complj, HoweTer.iftheBongdoes not suit jonr 
taste, I may possibly send it him. The set of the air, which 
I had in my eye, isiu Johnson's Museum." 

About May, 1795, Buro-a wrote to Jobnaoo, '• In ' Whia- 
ll*, and 111 «tnae to ye, my lad,' the iteration of that line 
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Vet look as ye wereaa lookin at me. 
Yet look, &c. 

O whistle, &c. 

Aye vow and protest that ye carena for rue. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 
But courtna anither, tho' jokin ye be, 
For Tear that she wylc your fancy frae me. 
For fear, Ac. 

whistle, &c. 



HUSBAND. HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR STRIFE.t 

Husband, husband, cease your strife. 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Tho' I am your wedded wife. 

Yet I am not your slave, sir. 

is tiresome to my ear. Here goes what I think is an im- 
provement : 

vbistle, and 111 come to ;e, my lad ; 
O whistle, and I'll come to ;e, m; lad ; 
1'ho' father and mother, and a' should gae mad, 
Thy Jeany will venture wi' ye, my lad. 
" In fact, B fair dame at whose shrine I, the priest of the 
Nine, offer up the incenae of Famassus ; a dame wham the 
Graces bare attired in witchcraft, and whom the Loves 
have armed with lightning, a feji one, herself the heroine of 
the song, insists on the amendment ; and dispute her com- 
manda u yon darel" 

Mr, Allan Coniungham ana it appeara from one of the 

numerous variations, that the heroine's name was " Jeanie ;" 

" 1'hough father and mother and a' should g»B mad, 

Thy Jeaaii will venture wi' thee my lad." 

t These verses were sent to Thomaon in December, 
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" One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Is it man or woman, say. 

My spouse, Nancy ?" 

If 'tis stiU the lordly word. 

Service and obedience ; 
I'll desert my sov'reign lord. 

And so good-bye allegiance ! 

" Sad will I be, so bereft,' 

Nancy, Nancy ! 
Yet* I'll try to make a shift, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hour I'm near it : 

When you lay me in the dust. 

Think, think^ how you will bear it. 

" I will hope and trust in Heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Strength to bear it will be given. 

My spouse, Nancy." 



' The preceding lines in the MS. are only, 
If the ward is Btill obey, 

Always love and fear joa, 
I will talte myself away, 



ii. p. 10, ofhis Callectian. A copy 
; still exists, and the variations be- 
■e here above. 
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Well, Sir,* from the silent dead 
Still' I'll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

" rU wed another, like my dear 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Then all hell will fly for fear, 

My spouse, Nancy," 



DELUDED SWAtN. 



Bnnia wrote (o Tbomson in September, 1793: "I hsTe 
been turoing over somB volnmea of songs, lo find verees 
whose measutea would suit cbe aira for which you have bI- 
lotledme to find English sODgs. " For ' Muirlaatl IVillie' 
you hSTe, in Kunsay's Tea-tnble, an excellent song, begin- 
ning. ■ Ah, why thoae tears in Nelly's '■yea V As tor ' The 
Collier'a Dochler,' take the following old Bacchanal :" 



Deluded swain, the pleasure 
Tlie fickle Fair can give thee. 

Is but a fairy treasure. 

Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 

The breezes idly roaming. 
The clouds' uncertain motion, 
They are but types of woman. 
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O ! art thou not ashamed 
To doat upon a feature ? 

If man thou wouldst be named. 
Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow ; 

Good claret set before thee ; 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 

And then to bed in glory. 



Thine am I, my faithful fair,= 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Ev'ry pulse along my veins, 

Ev'ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay' my heart, 

There to throb and languish : 
Tho' despair had wrung its core, 

That would heal its anguish. 

ViB. ' Not in the MS. 

' In the MS. copy Bums has thus »aried the first slanza 
fn>mwh»t he origindllv wrote, an alteration dictated, pro- 
bably, by a change in the object of his temporary deletion : 
Thine am I, my lovely Kate, 
Well tboQ may'st diacoter, 
Every pulse along my veins 
Tell the ardent lover ! 
' take. 
1 In October,1793, Burns said: "lam pleased Ihatyou are 
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Take away these rosy lips. 
Rich with balmy treasure ! 

Turn away thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasure ! 

What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a momiag ! 
Love's the cloudless summer sun. 

Nature gay adorning. 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE?' 
A KEW SCOTS SONG. 



Wilt thou be my dearie? 

Whea sonow wrings thy gentle heart, 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee? 

By the treasure of my soul. 

That's the love 1 bear thee ! 



raconciled la the air of the ■ Quaker's Wife,' lliough, b; tbe 
bye, anoM Highland ^ntlenida.aDd a deep andqDBriui.telJa 
me it is a Gaelic air, and knowabj the name of < Leiger m' 
ehoas.' Tbe fotlowia^ verses I hope will please you, as an 
English song to the mr." Mr. Caauingham suggests that 
,thi8 aong was inspired hj the fair Clarinda so often noticed, 
• On the 3rd March, 1792, Bums wrote to Mr. Cun- 
ningham ; " Thank Hearen, I (eel my spirita buoying up- 
wards^with tbe reuoyating year. Now I shall in good 
earnest take up Thomson's songs. 1 dare say he thinks I 
have nsed him unkindly, and I moBtown with too much ap- 
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I swear and vow that only thou 
Shalt ever be my dearie- 
Only thou, I swear and vow, 
Sbalt ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain. 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
If it wiana, canna be, 
Thou for thine may choose me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo'es me — 
Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



BANKS OF CBEE.t 



Here is the glen, and here the bower. 
All underneath the birchen shade ; 

The village-bell has toll'd the hour, 
what can stay my lovely maid? 

jiesrsnce of truth. Apropos, do you kuoir the much ad- 
mired old Highland sir called ' The Suler's Dochter!' It is 
» firet-rale farourite of mine, and I hue wrillen what 1 
reckon one of mj best songs to it. I will send i( to you as 
it waa 9ung with great applauae in some laatuanable eircJes 
fay Major Robertson, of Lude, who was here with his corps ," 
Allan Cunningham says, " This song is said to have been 
composed in honour of Janet Miller, of D^wintin, motlwr 
of the present EaH of Mar, one of the most beautiful women 
of her time." 

t In !tlay, 1791, Bnms said : " Now, and for six or seven 



Tis EOt Maria's whispering call ; 

'TU but the bai my -breathing gale, 
Mixt with some warbler's dyiog; fall. 

The dewy star of eve to hail. 

It is Maria's voice 1 hear ! 

So calls the woodiark in the grove 
Hia little faithful mate to cheer. 

At once 'tis music — aud 'tis love. 

And art thou come ? and art thou true ? 

O welcome, dear, to love aad me ! 
And let us all our vows renew. 

Along the flow'ry banks of Cree. 



ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY.» 



How can my poor heart be glad. 
When absent from my Sailor lad ? 
How can 1 the thought tbrego. 
He's on the seas to meet the foe? 

mantbs, I shall be quite in aaag, as you sbalt see bv anil 
bye. I got an air, pretty enough, composed by Lady Eliza- 
beth Heron, of Heron, which she calls • Tbe Banks of tbe 
Cree.' Cree is a beautiful romantic stream ; and as her 
ladyship is a particular friend of mine, I have written this 
BOUg to it." 

• Od the 30th August, 1794, Bums wrote toMr. ITiom- 
HOn, "Tho last evening, as I was straying out, and thinking 
of ' O'er the hilts and lar awa,' I spuo the folloiriDg stanza 
for it; but whether my spinning will deserve to be laid up 
in store, like tbe precious thread oftbe silk-worm, or brushed 
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Lei me wander, let me rove. 
Still mj heart b with my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that's far away. 



On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are aye with him that's far away. 

When in summer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My Sailor's thund'ring at his gun : 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that's far away ! 
On the seas, &c. 

At the starless midnight hour. 

When winter rules with boundless power ; 

As the storms the forest tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air. 

Listening to the doubling roar, 

10 tbedeTil. like llie vile mannficture of tlie spider, I leave, 
mv dear sir. to yonr naual candid criticism. I was plewe d 
nilli sereni lines in it at first ; but I own, that aov it appears 
rather a flimaybuainesa. Thisiajusta liastj' sketch, until 
I see whether it be wortfa a critiqna. We have many sailor 
srinRS ; bpt, as far sa 1 at present recollect, they are mostly 
'he efirisians of the jari^ sailor, not the wailinKS of bis 
Ini-e-tom miatreBS. I rauaC here make one exception — 
' Sweet Annie Tne the aea-beach came.' Now for the Song. 
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Surginf on the rocky shore. 

Ail I can — I weep and pray, 

For his weal that's far away. 

On the seas, &c. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend, 
And bid wild war his ravage end, 
Man with brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven with prosp'rous g 
Fill my Sailor's welcome sails. 
To my arms their chai^ convey, 
My dear lad that's far away. 
On the seas, &c. 



HARK I THE MAVIS.) 



Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca" them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rows. 
My bonnie dearie. 

1 give yoa leave to abuse this Song, bnt do it in the spirit 
of Christiui meeknesa." 

In September following he said: " 1 shall nrithdraw my 
' Od the Seas and tai away ' altogether ; it is unequal, and 
unworthy of the work. Making a poem ie like begetting a 
BOD ; ydu ciuinot know whether you have a wise man or a 
fool, until jOQ produce him to the world and try him." 

t In Sept«nber,1794,thePoetwrotetoTbomson, "lam 



Hark ! the mavU' evening sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods amang ; 
Then a faulding let us gang, 

My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 
We'H gae down by Clouden side. 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide. 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 

To the moon sae clearly. 
Ca' the, &c. 
Yonder Clouden's silent towers, 
Wliere at moonshine midnight hours. 
O'er the dewy-bending flowers. 

Fairies, dance sae cheery. 
Ca' the, &c. 
Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear ; 
Thou'rt to love and Heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 

My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 



flattered at your adopting ' Ca' Ibe jowBS to the knowes,' as 
it was owing to me that ever it snw the light. About eena 
years ago I wna well acqaainled with a worthj' little fellow 
of a cle:^ymBn, a Mr. Clunrie, who sung it charmmglj ; 
and. at mj reqneat, Mr. Clarke took it down trom his aing- 
ing. When I gave it Co Johnson, I added some stanzas 
to the song, and mended (>thera, but still it will not do for 
you. In a solitary stroll which I tooli to-day. I tried my 
hand on a. fen* pastoral hnes, following up the idea of the 
chorus, which 1 would preserve. Here it is, with alt its 
crudities and imperfections on its head." Allan Cunning- 
ham (vol. i v. p. 1-51) has gireo another and avery different 
version of this song. 
* InSeplember, 1794, BucDSOTOteto Thomson, " Doyou 
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Fair and lovely as thou art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die — but canna part. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 

While waters wimple to the sea ; 
While day blinks in the lift sae hie ; 
Till clay-cauld death shall blin' my ee. 
Ye shall be my dearie. 
Ca" the, &c. 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A'.* 



Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 
Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 

Bewitchingly o'erarching 
Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 

know a blacltgniard Irish song, called ' Onagh'a Water-fall?' 
Tbe air is charming, and I have oStea regretted the want of 
decent veraes on it. It is too much, at least for my humble 
tustic Muse. Co expect that every eflbrt of hers ^aU hare 
merit ; still I tliinlc that it ia better to have midiocr^ verses 
to a favourite air than none at all. On ihia principle I have 
■II along proceeded in the Scots Mnaical Museum, and aa 
that publication is at ita last volume. I intend the follovcing 
aong, to the air above mentioned, lor that work. If it 
doea not suit you as an editor, you may be pleased to have 
verses to it that yon can sing before ladies.' 

This Song occurs both in Johnson's Museum and in 
Thomson's Collection; and in thelatter work the Heroine is 
said to have been Miss Lorimer, of Craigieburo, near Moffat. 
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W2 THE POEUe 

Her smiling, sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch foi^t his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ! 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And aye my Chloris' dearest chann, 

She says she lo'es me best of a". 
Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad ittake a saint forget the sky ; 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and gracefii' air; 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Declar'd that she could do nae mair : 
Her's are the willing chains o' love, 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law ; 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Let others love the city, 

And gaudy show at gunny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley, 

Tlie dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming, 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While fiJling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang : 
There, dearest Chloris, wi!t thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy' shaw, 
And hear my vows o' truth and love, 

And say thou lo'es me best of a' ? 
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HOW LANG AND DREARY.' 



How lang and dreary U the night, 
When 1 am frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e'en to mom, 
Tho" I were ne'er sae weary. 



For oh, her lanely nights are lang ; 

And oh, her dreams are eerJe ; 
And oh, her widow'd heart is sair, 

That's absent frae her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 

1 spent wi' thee, my dearie? 
And now that seas between us roar. 

How can I be but eerie ! 
For oh, &c. 
How slow ye move, ye heavy hours ; 

The joyless day how drearje ! 
It wasna sae ye glinted by. 

When I was wi' my dearie. 
For oh, &c. 

* On sending ' How lang and dreary is the night ' to 
ThoiDBOn, on the 19lh October, 1794, Bunia said : " 1 met 
with some euch words in a collection of songs somewbere, 
wbicb I altered and enlarged ; and (o please you. and to suit 
fonr taionrite air, 1 have taken a stride or two across the 
room, and have aiTBnged it anew. Ha yon will find on the 
other page." AllaO Cunningham, vol. iv. p. 96, haa printed 
an earlier version of this song. 
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In October, 1794, Buma infonned Thomson, '■ Since the 
aboTB [' Let not woman e'er complain'] I have been out in 
the country, taking a dinner with a friend, where 1 met with 
the lady wbom I mentioned in the aecond page of this odds 
and ends of a letter. As nsual, I got into song ; and re- 
turning home I composed the following : 

In November, 1794. Bums wrote to Thonuon : " I am 
out of temper that you should set bo sweet, so lender an air. 
aa ' Deil tak the wars,' to the fooliah old TBrsea. Yon talk 
of the siUineaaof ' Saw ye my bther:'bj heavens, the odds 
is f!old to brasa ! Besides, the old song, though now pretty 
well modernized into the Scottish language, is. originally, 
and in the early editions, a bungling tow imitation of the 
Scottiah manner, by that genius Tom D'Urfey; ao has no 
pretensions to be a Scottish production. There is a pretty 
Englisb Bong by Sheridan in Che Duenna, to this air, which 
is out of sight superior to D'Urfey'a. It begins, 

' When sable night each drooping plant restoring/ 
The ai 

very native language of aimplidty, tendemeai 
have again gone over my aong to the tune aa lojjowa. 

Bums elsewhere says of this song. " I could easily throw 
this into an English mould ; but, to my taste, in the simple 
and the tender of the paatoral song, a sprinkling of the old 
Si>ntti4li TinR an inimilnhln Affoi^f." TTif hpmin,* vput I\liqa 



Sleep'st thou, or wak'st ihou, fairest creature ? 

Rosy morn now Lils his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 
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Now thro' the leafy woods,' 

And by tlic reeking- floods. 
Wild Nature's tenants freely, gladly stray; 

The lintwhite in his bower 

Chants o'er the breathing flower ; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy. 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 

Pbcebus, gilding the brow o' morning, 

Banishes ilk darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair," 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast my sullen sky : 

But when, in beauty's light, 

She meets my lavish'd sight, 

When thro' my very heart 

Her beaming; glories dart; 
Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 



V*R. ' Now to the atreaming fountain, 

Or up the teetliy mountain — 
The hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly. wanton aliay ; 

His lay the linnet pours ; 

ThelaT'roek. &c. 
' When frae my Chloris parted. 

Sad, cbeerlesB, broken-hearted, 
Tbeu night's gkKOiyahadea, cloudy, dark, o'ercast my skyj 

But when she charmH my sight. 

In pride of heaaty'a light. 

When thro' my very heart 

Her beaming gloriea dart ; 
'Tia then, 'tia then I wake to life and joy. 
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THE POBHS 



lASSIE wr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS.' 



CHORUS. 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artleaa lassie, 

Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks ? 
Wilt thou be my dearie O ? 

Now nature cleeda the flowery lea, 
And a.' is young and sweet like thee ; 
wilt thou share its joys wi' me. 
And say thou'lt be my dearie ? 
Lassie wi", iSte. 
And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower, 

* Bums wrote to Tfaamson in SaplembBF, 1794 : " Not 
to compare Hmall things wiih g;reut, mj ta&te in music is like 
the mighty Frederick of Pruaaia'a taata in painting : we are 
told that be fiequentlv admired what the connoisseura de- 
cried, and elwajs niiliout any hypocrisy confeaaed hia ad- 
miiatiDn. I am sensihle that my taate in music must b* in- 
elegant and vulgar, because people of undisputed and culti- 

because I em cheaply pleased, is that any reason why I 
should deny myself that pleasure ? Many of our strathspevs, 
ancient and modern, give me moat exquisite enjoyment, 
where you and otherjudgea would probably be abowing dis- 
gust. For ■nstanee, I am just now making verses for 
' Kothiemnrche's Rant,' an air which puts me in raptures ; 
and in (act, unless I be pleased with the tune, I nerer can 
make verses to it. Here I have Clarice on my side, who is 
B judge that I will pit gainst any of you. ' Bolhiemurche.' 
he aeya, is an air both orij^iusl and beautiful ; and on his re- 
commendation I hare taken the fint part of the tune for a 



uGoogle 



We'll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie 0. 
Lassie wi', &c. 

When Cynthia lights, wi' siker ray. 

The weary shearer's hameward way, 

Thro' yellow waving fields we'll stray, 

And talk o' love, my dearie 0. 

Lassie wi, &c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithru' breast, 
i'U comfort thee, my dearie O.' 
Lassie wi' the hnt- white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie. 
Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks ? 
Wilt thou be my dearie O ? 



And abould the ttowliag winlrj bisst 

Disturb my lassie's midnight rest, 

I'U tauld tbee to 1117 faitlifu' breast. 

And comJort thee, my dearie O. 



chorus, nnd the fourth or last part for the song. I am but 
two Blaazss deep in (he work, snd poasihly you may think, 
and justly, that the poetry is as little worth your attention 

In Norember, 1794, he 9^d, " I have finished my song 
to ' Rothiemurche's Rant;' and you biive Clarke to consult, 
as to the get of the sir for sin^ng. This piece has at least 
the merit of being a regular pastoral ; th« venial mom, the 
summer noon, the autumnal STening, and the winter oight, 
are regolariy rounded." 
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THE AUID MAN. 



Bums wrote on the 19th October, 1791: " I enctoM you 
a musical curioBitj, an East IndUu au, which jou would 
swear wsa a Scotlisli one. I know the authenticity of it, as 
the gentleman who brought it oier is a particular acquaint- 
ance of mine. Do preserve me the copy I send you* as it ia 
the only one I bave. Clarke has set a b^ to it, and I intend 
puttiagit into the Musical Museum. Here follow the verses 
I intend for it : " 



Btrr lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoic'd the day. 
Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowers 

Id double pride were gay : 
But now our joys are fled, 

On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rich array, 

Agwn shall bring them a*. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but buss or bield. 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary days. 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thou golden time o' youthfu' prime, 

Why com'st thou not again ? 

• In Allan Cunaingham's edition, the tone is said to be 
' The Winter of Life.' It occurs both in Johnson's Muse. 
urn, and in Tbomsou's Collectian. where it is set to ' Gi 
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FAREWELL, THOU STREAM.' 



Farf.wsll, thou stream that winding Hows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

Mem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelhng : 

Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret languish, 
To feel a fire in ev'ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I tkin my griefs would cover : 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan, 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despair. 

Nor wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer. 
For pity's sake foi^ve me ! 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd. 

Till fears no more had sav'd me : 
Th' unwary sailor thus aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 

• Ibis aoag waa sent to Thomson in NoTember, 1794. 
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CONTENTED Wr UTTLE-f 



Contented wi' little, and cantie wi' mair. 
Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp as they're creepin' alang, 
Wi' a cog o' gude swats, and an auld Scottish sang-. 

I whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought ; 

But man ia a soger, and Life is a faught : 
My mirth and gude humour are coin in my pouch. 
And my Freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare 
touch. 

A towmond o' trouble, should that be my fe', 
A night o' gude fellowship sowthers it a' ; 
When at the blytlie end of our journey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o'the road he has past? 

filind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 
way, 



t On tlie 19th November. 1794, Buina wrote to Thom- 
son: " Scottish Bacchanalians we certainly want, ihaugii 
the few we bave are eicellent. For instance, ' Todlin bame' 
ia, for wit and faumonr, an unparaUeled composition ; and 
' Andra and his cutty gun' iatbe work of s master. By die 
way, are you nut quite reied to think that those men oCge- 
niua, ffr such they certainly were, who compoaed our fine 
Scottish lyrics, should be unknown 1 It has given me many 
a heart-ache. J propoj of Bacchanalian songs in Scottisli ; 
1 composed one yesterday for an air I like much — ' Lumps 
o' pudding,' " 



Be't to me, be't frae me, e'en let the jad gae : 
Come ease, or come travail; come pleasure or 

pain, 
My warst word is — " Welcome, and welcome 

again I" 



MY NANNIE'S AWA. 



la Becember, 1794, Bonil told ThnniaoQ, " I agree frith 
jou that the Jacobite tong, in the Museum, to ' Theroll 
nsver be peace till Jamie comes bame,' would aot ao well 
coDSort with Peter Pindar's excellent lore-song to tbst air, 
I have jual framed for you the following." Clarinda has 
been sapposedtobe the ' Nsaaie' of this song : 



Now in her green mantle blythe' nature arrays, 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes, 
While^ birds warble welcomes in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 

The snaw-drapand primrose our woodlands adom,^ 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn : 
They pain my sad' bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie — my* Nannie's awa. 



■ gttf. * And. 

' The piimrose and dais; oar glena roaj k 
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Thou laverock that springs frae the dews o' the lawn , 
The shepherd to wara o' the grey-breaking dawn. 
And thou, mellow mavis, that hails the night-fa', 
Gie over for pity — my Nannie's awa. 

Come autumn sae pensive, in yellow and grey,» 
And soothe me wi' tidina o' nature's decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild -driving snaw, 
Alane can delight me — now Nannie's awa. 



SWEET FA'S THE EVE.i 



Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie-burn, 
And biythe awakes the morrow. 

But a' the pride o' spring's return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 
1 hear the wjld birds singing ; 

But uhat a weary wight can please. 
And care his bosom wringing ? 



t In Jannaty, 1795, Bums asked Thomson, " How wi\l 
the follawing do for Craigieburn-woodl" Mr. Thontun 
sutes in his Collection (rd. i p. S2) that " the heroine of 
this Song was Mias Lorimer, of CrEigieburn, near Moffit, 
to whom, under the name of Chlaris, the Poet had addrested 
several ofhis moat enchanting aonga." Craigiebnm-woodig 
situated on (he banks of the liTer Moffat, about three miles 
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Fain, fain would I my griefs impart, 
Yet dare na for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart, 
If 1 conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anither. 
When yon green leaves fa' frae the tree. 

Around my grave they'll wither. 



O LASSIE. ART THOU SLEEPING YETU 



O Lassie, art thou sleeping yet ? 
Or art thou wakin, I would wit? , 

For love has' bound me, hand and foot. 
And I would fain.be in, jo. 



let me in this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night; 
For pity's sake this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo. 

disUDt ftom the villus of that name, celebrated for ila mtt- 
diciDHl watare. Tliie wood Bad that of Duncrieff were at 
one time rBvourits haunts of Bums. It was there be met 
the ' Liissie wi' the liat-while locks,' and composed several 
of hie 9oag;B. 

t In Februaiy, 1T95, Bums aaid to Thomaon : " Hera ia 
■DDther trial at your faifonrite air. I do not know whether 
it wiU do." 
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II 4 TBB POEHS 

Thou hear'Bt the winter wind and weet, 
Nae Btar bitnka thro' the driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 

O let me in, &c. 

The bitter blast that round me blaws. 
Unheeded howls, unheeded la's ; 
The cauldneas o' thy heart's the cause 
Of a' my grief and pain, jo. 
O let me in, &c. 



HER ANSWEB. 

O TELL na me o' wind and rain. 
Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain! 
Gae back the gait ye cam again, 
I winna let yon in, Jo. 



1 tell yon now this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 
And ance for a' this ae night, 

1 winna let you in, jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours, 

That round the pathless wand'rer pours. 

Is nocht to what poor she endures. 

That's trusted faithless man, jo. 

I tell you now, &c. 
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The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 

Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 

Let simple maid the lesson read, 

The weird may be her ain, jo. 

I tell you now, &c> 

' The hird that charm'd his summer-day, 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting woman say 
How aft her fate's the same, jo. 
I tell you now, &c. 



TiiEiH groves o* sweet myrtles let foreign lands 
reckon, 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt their per- 
fiime; 
I'ar dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 
Wi" the bum stealing under the lang yellow 
broom. 



f In Maj. 1T95, Thomson said to Bums, ths Irish Air, 
" Humours of Glen," ia a greal fuTourite of mine; and as, 
except tbe silly stuff in the' Poor Soldier,' there are not any 
decent letses for it, I have written for it as loltowa. 

This copy has been collated with one in Bums' hand, thus 
maiked : " To proTost E, Whigham, this first copy of the 
Bong: from the Author." 
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Far dearer to me are yon' humble broom bowers. 
Where the blue-bell and gowan^ luik lowly un- 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 
A listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' rich is the breeie in their gay sunny valleys. 

And cauld Caledonia's bla^t on the wave; 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace. 
What are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and 
slave ! 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling foun- 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as Iree as the winds of his mountains. 
Save love's willing fetters, the chains o' his Jean. 



TWA8 NA HER BONKIE BLUE £*£.» 



TwAs na her bonnie blue e'e was my ruin ; 
Fair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoing ; 
Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' kind- 



Var. ' 'b«se. ' blue-bells and ^wonB. 

t This aoDg, of which the following copy has b«SD talien 

ftoiD one in Bums' autograph, was BenttoThomaooin May, 

1795. Mr. Allan Cunningham aaya, Jean Lorimer was the 

heroine, and that copiea exist in wbicli [be name of Jcania 
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Sair do 1 fear that to hope is deDied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me ; 
But tho' fell fortune should late us to afever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Chlom, I'm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plighted me love o' the dearest ! 
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter, 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. * 



ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-LARK.+ 



STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray, 
A hapless lover courts thy lay. 
Thy soothing fond complaining. 

Again, again that tender part. 
That 1 may catch thy melting art ; 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 
Wba kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard thee as the careless wind? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd 
Sic notes o' wae could vrauken. 
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THE POEUS 



Thou tells o' Dever-ending care ; 
O' speechless grief, and dark despair ; 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair ! 
Or my poor heart is broken ! 



HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS.t 



How cruel are the parents 

Who riches only prize. 
And to the wealthy booby 

Poor woman sacrifice. 
Meanwhile the hapless daughter 

Has but a choice of strife ; 
To shun a tyrant father's hate, 

Becomes a wretched wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing. 

The trembling dove thus flies, 
To shun impelhng ruin 

Awhile her pinions tries ; 
Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trusts the ruthless falconer, 

And drops beneath his feet. 

t AlteTed fiom an old Eagiisb Song. 



!;,■ Google 



MARK YONDER POMP.t 



Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion. 

Round the wealthy, titled bride : 
But when compar'd with real patsioD, 

Poor is all that princely pride. 

What are the showy treasures? 

What are the noisy pleasures ? 
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art: 

The polish'd jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'ring gaze. 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may dehght. 
But never, never can come near the heart. 
But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In simplicity's array; 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening dower is. 

Shrinking from the gaze of day. 



t Of this und the preceding Bong, "How cruel, &c." 
Bunu nyf, in Maj, 1695, " Well ! tbia ig not uaiss. You 
ice faow I BDBwer your orders : your tiilor could not be 
nore puoctuaL I am juet now in a Ligh fit of poetizing, 
prOTided Uiatthe Htraight-jacltet of crittoiBin don't ours me. 
If yon can in s poet or two administer e little of the intoxi- 
cetiiig potion of your sppUuee. it will raise year humble 
serreot B firenzy to an; height you want. 1 am at thia mo- 
ment ' holding high converse' with the Muses, and have not 
B word to throw away on such a prosaic dog as yon »ie." 
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O tliea, the heart alarming, 

Aod all resistless charming, 
In Love's delightful fetters she chains the willing 
Boull 

Ambition would disown 

The world's imperial crown ; 

Even Avarice would deny 

His worshipp'd deity. 
And feel thro' every vein love's raptures roll. . 



I SEE A FORM, 1 SEE A FACE. 



O THIS is no my ain. lassie, 

Fair tho' the lassie be ; 
O weel ken I my ain lassie, 

Kind love is in her ee. 

I see a form, 1 see a face, 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace. 
The kind love that's in her e«. 
this is no, &c. 

She's bonnie, blooming, straight, and b 
And lang hag had my heart in thrall ; 
And aye it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
this is no, &c. 
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OF BUIUTS. 

A thief sae pankk is my Jean, 

To steal a blink, by a* unseen ; 

But gleg as light are Weis' een, 

When kind love ia in the ee." 

O this is no, &c. 

It may escape the courtly sparks. 

It may escape the learned clerks ; 

But weel the watching lover marks 

The kind love that's in her ee. 

this is no, &c. 



O BONNIE WAS YON ROSY BRIER, t 



BONHIE was yon rosy brier, 

That blooms sae fair lirae haunt o' man; 
And bonnie she, and ah, how dear ! 

It shaded frae the e'enin sun. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew. 
How pure amang the leaves sae green ; 

But purer was the lover's vow 

They wituess'd in their shade yestreen. 



t About Ms;, 1795, Bums wrole, " Do you know thst 
jou have roDS^ the torpidity of Clarke bI taati He bu 
te<jDe«ted me to wrile three or four Bongs for him, whkh 
b« is to set to music himself. The enclosed sheet contsina 
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All ID its rude and prickly bower. 
That cnmson rose, how sweet and fai 

But love is tar a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpling bum, 
Wi' Chloria in my arms, be mine ; 

And I, the world, nor wish, nor scorn. 
Its jays and griefs alike resign. 



FORLORN, MY LOVE.t 



FoBLORH, my love, no comfort near. 
Far, far from thee, I wander here ; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, love. 

two flon^ for him, t whicb please to preHent to my mnch- 
THlued friend CunDingham. ^*1 encloae the aheet opea, 
both for youc inspection, and that you may copy the song 
' O bonnie was jdd rosy brier.' 1 da not know whether I am 
right; but that song pleases me, and aa it is extremely 
probable that Clarke's newly roused celestial spark will be 
soon Bmothersd in the fogs of indolence, if you hke the song, 
it may go as Scottiah verses to the air of ' I wish my love 
WB9 in the mire,' and poor Erskine's English lines may 
follow." Thomson saya Miita Lorimer was also the heroine 
of (his song . 

i About August, 1T95, Burns asked Thomson, " How do 
yoo Uke the foregoing 1 I bare written it within this hour, 
so much for the tpttd of my Pegasus ; bat what say you to 



" Now spring has clad the gicvs 
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O wert thou, love, but near me. 
But near, near, near me; 
How kindly thou wouldst cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, love. 

Around me scowls a wintry gjiy. 
That blasts each bud of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 

Save in those arms of thine, love. 
O wert, &c. 

Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part. 

To poison fortune's ruthless dart — 

Let me not break thy faithful heart, 

And say that fate is mine, love. 

O wert, &c. 

But dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O let me think ne yet shall meet ! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 
O wert, &c. 



.,G<,<,slc 



LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER, t 



L*8T May a braw wooer cam down the lan^ glen 
And aair wi' his love he did deave me : 

1 said there was naething I hated like men. 
The deuce gae wi'm to beUeve me, believe me. 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me. 

He spak o' the dam in my bonnie black een. 
And vow'd for my love he was dying; 

I said he might die when he liked for Jean : 
The Lord ftirgie me for lying, for lying, 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel-stocked mailen, himsel for the laird, 
And marriage aff-haud, were his proffers : 

1 never loot on that I kenn'd it, or car'd ; 

But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers. 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

But what wad ye think ? in a fortnight or less. 

The deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 
He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess,! 



t About Au^st, 1795, the fbllaniug soDg wsa seat to Tbo 
aoD with the one begianiag, " Why, why tell-thy love 
Allan Cunniagham has given anothei veraion of thia sod 

} In the origioiil MS. this line stood, 

" He up the Gatealack to my hiacb cousin Bess." 
Mr. Tbomson, having objected to thia word, as well as 
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Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her, could 

bear her. 
Guess ye how, the jad ! 1 could bear her. 

But a' the niest week as I fretted wi' care, 
1 gaed to the ttyate o' Dalgamock.I 

And wha but my fine fickle lover was there, 
1 glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock, a warlock, 
I glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock. 

But owre my left ahouther I gae him a bhnk, 
Lest neebora might say I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in drink. 
And Tow'd I was his dear lassie, dear lassie. 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie. 

I spier'd for my cousin fu' couthy and sweet. 
Gin she had recover'd her heatin. 

And howhernewshoonfit her auldshachl't feet — 
But, Heavens ! how he fell a swearin, a swearin. 
But, Heavens ! how he fell a swearin. 

He begged, for Gudesake ! I wad be his wife. 
Or else I wad kill him wi' sorrow : 

So e'en to preserve the poor body in life, 

I think 1 maun wed him to-morrow, to-morrow, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow. 



the word Ualgamoek in ibe neit verse, Sums replied: — 
" GBtealuk 15 the nstue of a particolBr place, a kind of 
passage up smoag the Lawther hilla, □□ the confines of this 
coimt^. DslgBrnock is also Che name of a Tomsniic spot nesr 
theNith, wIieTe are atill aruiaed church and a burial-^onad. 
However, let the first line run, ' He u|i the lang tosn, &c.' " 
VOL. II. Q 
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HEY FOR A LASS WF A TOCHER- 1 



AwA wi' your witchcraft o' beauty's alanns. 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your anns: 
0, gie me the laaa that has acres o' charms, 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stoclcit farms. 



Then hey, for a lass wi' a tocher, then hey, for 
a lass wi' a tocher, 

Then hey, for a lass wi' a tocher ; the nice yel- 
low guineas for me. 

Your beauty's a flower in the morning that blows, 
And withers the faster, the fiister it grows; 
But the rapturous charm o' the bonnie green 

knowes. 
Ilk spring they're new deckit wi' bonnie white 

yowes. 
Then hey, Ac. 

t Bams wrote to Thomson, Febmarf 17. 1796, " I mi 
much pleased with jour idea of publishing a collection of 
oar Bangs in octavo witli etchinga. I am extremely willing 
to lend every assistance in m j power. The Irish sirs I shall 
cheeHiilly undertake the task of finding verses for. 1 have 
alreadv, you know, eqnipt tbree with words, and the other 
day I Strang up a kind of rhapsody to another Hibemim 
melody, which I admire much. 

t About June, 1796. Bums wrote to Thomson, " I once 
mentioned to you an air which I have long admired, ' Here's 
a health to them that's awa. hiney,' but 1 forget if you took 
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And e'en when thU beauty your bosom has blest, 
Tlie brightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest ; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie imprest, 
The langer ye hae them — the mair they're carest. 
Then hey, &c. 



ALTHO" THOU MAUN NEVER BE MINE.f 



Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear. 
Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear; 
Thou art as sweet as the smile when fond lovers 

meet. 
And soft as their parting tear — Jessy ! 

Altho' thou maun never be mine, 

Altho' even hope is denied ; 
'Tis sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessy 1 
Here's a health, Sec. 



■ny DDtice of it. I hnvs just been trying to suit it with 
venes ; Bnd I beg leare to recommend ihe air Ifi yoor »tten- 
tioD once more, i have only beeiia it." 

A> in Burna' lettera to Mr. l^omaon, he only aent tbree 
Ttnet, it waa suiiposed that the Poet had not completed the 
(ong. Among hiB MSS. a copy was, howBTer, found with 
the fmcrth ilanza. I'he heroine -nas Jesaa Lewara. now 
Mra. lliomBan, of Dumftiei, "whose tender attentions," 
Mr. Allan Cunningham observes, " soothed the last days of 
the departing Poei, and ifimmortality in aong eun be con- 
aidered a recompence, ihi taa been rewarded." 
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1 mourn thro" the gay, gaudy day, 
Aa, hopeless, I muse on thy channs : 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then I am iockt in thy arras — Jesay ! 
Here's a health, &c. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love-rolling ee ; 
But why ui^ the tender confession 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree — Jessy ! 
Here's a health, &c. 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. t 



Bonnie lasae, will ye go, will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonnie lassie, will ye go to the Birks of Aberfeldy? 

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays. 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing. 
The little birdies blithly sing. 



^- 
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Or tightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream deep roaring fa's, 
O'er-hung wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The BirkB of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flowers, 
While o'er the linns the bumie pours. 
And nsins, weets wi' misty showers 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee. 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me. 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee. 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy, 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 



Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 
The snaws the mountains cover; 

Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland Rover 
Far wanders nations over. 
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Where'er he go, where'er he stray. 
May Heaven be his warden : 

Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castte-Gordon \ 

Tlie Uees now naked ^aning', 
Shal! soon wi' leaves be hing;ing;, 

The birdies dowie moaning, 
Shall a' be blithely singing, 
And every flower be springing. 

Sae 111 rejoice the lee-lang day. 
When by his mighty warden 

My youth's return'd to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 



STAY, MY CHARMER. 



Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive roe ! 

Well you know how much you grieve me ; 

Cruel channer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

By my love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 

Do not, do not leave roe so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 
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JULL WELL THOU KNOWST.t 



Fairest maid on Devon banks. 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thoii lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou were wont to do ? 

Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear ? 
O, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
Nor use a faitbful lover so ?" 
Fairest maid, &c. 

I This song a of peculiar interest, from its being probalily 
tlie laet Buraa ever wrote. It nas neat to Mr. Thnnsan Id 
the foUowiai; pathetic letter, the manual character of th» 
writingof which, aa well as orthe rerses iadicate the Poet's 
enfeehled state. Bums died nine days aitorwards. 

'• Bcow, on the Solway Frith, ISth July, 17!)6, 

" After all my boasted independence, curst necessity coni' 
pels me to implore von for five pounds. A cruel • • • • • 
of ■ haberdasher, lo whom I owe an account, talcing it into 
his head that I am dying, haa commenced t> process, and 
will infullihiy put me into jail. Do, for (iod's aake. send 
me that sum, and that by return of post. Forgive me this 
earaeatnesa, but the horrora of a jail hare made me half dis- 
tracted. I do not aak all thia gratuilou^ily ; for, upon re- 
turning health, I hereby promise and engage to furniah you 
with five pounds worth of the neateat song genius you hdve 
seen. I tried my hund on ' Rothiemurche' thia morning. 
The measure is ao difficult, that it is impossible to infuse 
much genius into the lines; thej are on the Other side. 
ForgiTc, forgive me!" 
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Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 
Those Honted smiles, O, let me share; 
And by thy beauteous self I swear, 

No love but thine my heart shall know. 
Fairest maid, &c. 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT.* 

Thickest night, o'erhang' my dwelling ! 

Howling tempests, o'er me rave ! 
Turbid" torrents, wintry^ swelling, 

Still surround* my lonely caTc! 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing. 
Busy haunts of base mankind. 

Western breezes softly blowmg, 
Suit not my distracted mind. 



' turbid. * Rosnng by. 

t The Poet imaginea in this Lament Jaiaes Drummond, 
Viscount Strathallan, ^ving vent to bia sorrows after his 
fiia;ht from Culladen. wbjie conceded in a care in tlis High- 
lands. Buma s»V3, " This air is the compoaitioD of one of 
the worthiest and best-hearted men living, Allan Masletton, 
scboolmasler in Edinburgh. As ha and I were both sprouts 
of Jacobitiaui, ive agreed to dedicate tha words and air to that 
cauae. But, to tell the truth, eicept when my paasions 

merely by way of uiue la hagaUUe, The TUtiations are from 
Burns' own manuscript. 
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Id the cause of right engag;'d, 
Wion^ injurious to redress, 

Honour's war we strongly wag'd. 
But the heavens deny'd success. ' 

Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us,' 
Not ' a hope that di^e ' attend ; 

The wide world is all before us — ' 
But a world without a friend ! 



EAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING-! 



Raving winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strewing, 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray 'd deploring : 
" Farewell, hours that late did n 



Betire«D Misfarlune and ^ally sbardf 
FareHell, Peace, and farewell, Fleaaure '. 
Farewell, Aaueiing Maa's regard ! 
' me. ' Nor dare. 

ber aiater, and the Btill more melaDcfaol; death of her Slater's 
husband the lale Earl of London, who shot himself out of 
aheer heart break, at some mortilication he sutTered, owing 
to the derated stale of his finances. Jamea, 5th Earl of 
London, married in 1777 Flora, eldest daughter of John 
M'Leod, of Basaj;, in Invemesa. and died on the £8th of 
April. 1786, leaping an only child the present dowager 
Klarchioiiess of Hastings, in her own right. Countess of 
Loudon. 
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Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow ! 

" O'er the past too fondly wandering. 
On the hopeless future pondering ; 
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes, 
Fell despair my fancy seizes. 
Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
Load to misery most distressing, 
O, how gladly I'd resign thee, 
And to dark oblivion join thee !" 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. J 



Musing on the roaring ocean 
Which divides my love and me ; 

Wearying Heaven in warm devotion. 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to nature's law ; 

Whisp'ring spirits round my pillow 
Talk of him that's far awa. 

t All*n CunniDgham saya, this aoDg was composed in 
complimeat to Mrs. M'Luuchlan, wbose husband vat aa 
ofiicer serving in the East Indies. 

§ "I coin)Mised these verses," says Bunia, " irhiia I 
stayed it Auchtertyre with Sir William Muttbj." The My, 
who WHS also st Aachtertjre at the same tune, was the veil 
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Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 
Ye who never shed a tear. 

Care-untroubled, joy-s unrounded, 
Gaudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me; 

Downy sleep, the curtain draw ; 
Spirits kind, again attend me. 

Talk of him that's far awa ! 



BLITHE WAS SHE i 



Blithe, blithe and merry was she. 
Blithe was she but and ben : 

Blithe by the banks of Ern, 
But blither in Glenturit glen. 

By Ochtertyre grows the aik, 
On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw ; 

But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, &c. 



kuowQ loait, Miaa Euphemia Mnmy. of Lenirose, who 
was called 'Tbe Flower of Strathmare.' Allan Cunningbmn 
anys, Tbe Poet ucompamed her as one of a Bmall party 
elon;; the banks of Eme and to Glenturit, and that alie 
hked to stand by his side, and to point out what pleased 
her in the landscape. 
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Her looks were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer mom ; 

She tripped by the banks of Era 
As light's a bird upon a thorn. 
BKthe, &c. 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As onie lamb's upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's ee. 
Blithe, &c. 
The Highland hills IVe wander'd wide, 

And o'er the Lowlands 1 hae been ; 
But Phemie was the blithest lass 

That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blithe, &c. 



PEGGY'S CHARMS.t 



Whekb, braving angry winter's stonns, 

The lofty Ochels rise, 
Far in their shade my Pe^y's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes, 

t The following letter to Miss Mtnyaiet Chalmera, "one 
of the most accompliabed of women, afterwards Mra. Lewig 
Hay, of Forbes and Go's. Dank, TMinburgh," ahaws whowaa 
tlie heroine of this aong, and tbe time when it was com- 

My dear Madam, Edinburgh, Dec. 1TS7. 

1 juat noir have read yoaiH. The poetic compliments I 

paj' cannot be miaunderatood. They aro neither of tbem 
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As one who, by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys, 
Astonish'd, doubly marks its beam 

With art's most polish'd blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour. 
Where Peggy's charms I first survey'd. 

When first i felt their pow'r ! 
The tyrant death with grim control 

May seize my fleeting breath; 
But tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 



so particulu ss lo point yaa out to the world at large ; and 
the circle of your acquiintancoB will allow all I have aaid. 
Besides,! have complimenled y<ni chieflj, almost aolely, on 
joor mental chaims. Shall I be plain with you. 1 will ; 
ao look to it. Personal Utractiona,- Madam, yon bavs much 
above par ; wit, understanding, and worth, you possess in 
the first class. This is a cursed flat way of telling yon 
these tmlhs, but let me hear no more of your sheepish nmi- 
dity. I know the world a little. I know what they will gay 
of my poems ; by second sight 1 suppose, for I am seldom 
out in my conjecCnres ; and yoa may believe me, my dear 
madam, I would not nn any risk of hurting you by an ill- 
judged compliment. I wish to show to the world, the odds 
between a poet's IHends and those of simple prosemeD. 
More for your information, hotk the pieces go in. One of 
them, ■ Where braving all the winter's harms,' is already 
set — the tune is ' Neil Gow's Lamentation for Abercaimy ;' 
the otbei is to be set to an old Highland air in Daniel Dow'a 
" Collection of antient Scots mnsic, lbs name ia ' Ha a 
Chailich air mo Dheidh.' " 
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THE LAZY MIST.t 



The lazy mist hangs from the hraw of the hill, 
Concealing the course of the dark-winding rill ; 
How languid the scertes, late so sprightly, appear. 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year ! 
The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate'puraues; 

How long I have lived, but how much lived in yain : 
How little of hfe's scanty span may remain: 
What aspects, old Time, in his progress, has worn; 
What ties, cruel fate in my Ixsom has torn. 
How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd ! 
And downward, how weaken'd, how darken'd, 

how pain'd ! 
This life's not worth having with all it can give, 
For something beyond it poor man sure must lire. 

t The Ruthorsliip of thia sonj waa once doubtful, but it 
ia proTed to have been wrillen by Bums, by his haying Bent 
it with the Mother's Lflmeiit to l)r. Blacklock in Norember, 
1T8S. la his manuscript notes to JohnBon'a Muaenm, be 
expresslf asya, "Thia aong is mine," and it is attributed 
to him in that work. 
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A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK.* 



A ROSE-BVD by my early walk, 
Adown a coni-enclosed bawk , 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled, 
In a' its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rich the dewy head. 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood. 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd, 
Awake the early morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning. 



* Thia soae was written on Miss J«anie Cruickabmks, 
onl^ child of VViUiBm Cruickshanka, of the High-School, 
Gdinbdrgl), Hftetwards Mrs, Hendereon of Jedburgh. The 
" Rose Bud" has been already noticed. 
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So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch'd thy early rooming. 



TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAV.t 

TUNE — ' INVEACAULD's BGEL.' 



Tibbie, I hae seen the day. 
Ye would na been aae shy ; 

For laik o' gear ye lightly me. 
But, trowth, I care ua by, 

Ykstreen I met you on the moor, 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoure : 
Ye geek at me because I'm poor. 
But fient B. hair care I. 
Tibbie, 1 hae, &c. 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 

Because ye hae the name o' clink, 

That ye can please me at a wink. 

Whene'er ye like to try. 

Tibbie, 1 hae, &c. 

t " This song," saya Butds. " I composed about the age 
of BerentveD." It occurs in JoIukoq's Museum. Mr. Allan 
Cnnningham stales, " Tibbie wta the dauebter of a pen- 
sioner of Kyle, — a man frith three acres of f "' " 

inheritsace which she [hoDght eothled her to 
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But sorrow tak him that's sae mesgi, 

Altho' his pouch o' coin were dean, 

Wha follovs onie eaucy quean 

That looks sae proud and high. 

Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart, 
If that he want the yellow dirt, 
Ye'll cast your head anither airt, 
And answer bim fii' dry. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

. But if he hae the name o' gear, 

Ye'll fasten to him like a brier, 

Tho' hardly he for sense or lear 

Be better than the kye. 

O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice, 
Your daddy's gear maks you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

Iliere hees a lass in yonder park, 
I would na gie her in her sark. 
For thee wi' a' thy thousand mark ; 
Ye need na look sae high. 
Tibbie, I hae, &c. 
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I LOVE MY JEAN.* 

lies tCUIRAL GOKimM's STRATHSPEY.' 



Of a' the airts the wind can Maw, 

I dearly hke the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie I lo'e best : 
Tliere wild woods grow, and rivers row. 

And monie a hill between ; 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

1 see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her chann the air : 
There's not a bonnie flower that springa 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 
There's DOt a bonnie bhd that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 



"This air," sajs Bums, " is by Marabai ; tin song 1 
' tofcoiaplimenttoMra. BuroB. N.B. Itww 
lOiiaymoon." Mr. Allan Cunningham has in- 
Berted two additional verses wMch, lie Beys, ue genersllj 
Bung by the Peasantrj. In Thomsoa's CoUeclioa two other 
Terses occur, which are sdd to have been added bj Mt- 
RichardsoQ for that work. 
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O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HlLL't 



O, WERE I o 

Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skill, 

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nith maun be my Muse's well, 
My Muse maun be thy bonnie sel ; 
On Corsincon I'll glowi and spell, 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay ! 

For a' the lee-lang simmer's day, 
1 coud na sing, I coud na say, 

How much, how dear 1 love thee. 
I see thee dancing o'er the green, 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae dean. 
Thy tempting looks, thy roguish een — 

By Heaven and earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 
The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame ; 
And aye I muse and sing thy name, 
1 only live to love thee. 



t Butub aajSj " Th6 a[r ia Oswold^a: the song I madt 
It of compUmeat lo Mrs. Burns ;" and Allan Cunmnghiui: 
atea, tliBt with it he welcomed his wife to KUiiliuiil. 
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Tho' I were doom'd to wander Od, 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 
Till my last weary sand was ran ; 
Till then — and then I'd love thee. 



THE BLISSFUL DAY.' 



The day returns, my bosom burns, 

The blissful day we twa did meet, 
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd, 

Ne'er summer'Sun was halfsae sweet 
Than a' the pride that loads the tide. 

And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes. 

Heaven gave me more, it made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight, 
Or nature aught of pleasure give; 

While joys above my mind can move. 
For thee, and thee alone, I live ! 



■ la ■ letter to MisB Chsfanen, from EUiiland, 16th Sep. 
tember, 1783, Burna sajs : " JobiuoD'i collectum of SooU 
BongB is gfang oa ia the tliird Tolnme, and of cooaeqiHDiia 
finds me aconsumpt for a great deal of idle metre. One of 
the most tolerable things I have done in that waj, is two 
Btsnws that 1 made to an air a mnucal gentltaiiaii of m; 
acquaintance composed for the anniversBij of big wed<Iing- 
du-, which ha|)pen9 on the 7th of November. Take it M 
fbUows." Elsewhere the Poet observee, " I composed this 
gong ou< of compliment lo one of the happiest uid worlbiwt 
mUTJed conplea in the world, Robert Riddel, of Glenriddd, 
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When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part ; 

Tlie iron hand that breaks our band. 
It breaks my bhss — it breaks my heart. 



THE BRAES 0' BALLOCHMYLE.t 



The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 

The flowers decay'd on Catrine lee, 
Nae Uv'iock sang on hillock green, • 

But nature sicken'd on the ee. 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Herael in beauty's bloom the whyle. 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang, 

Fareweel the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers. 

Again ye'll flourish firesh and lair; 
Ye birdies dumb, in with'ring bowers, 

A^n ye'll charm the vocal air. 

and fail Udj. At tlieii fireside I h&Ta enjoyed more ple*- 
uut erenk^ tlumat allthe homea offubionrtlepeDpte in 
thii antatrj pnt together ; imd to their kindneM and boe- 
mlality I taa indebted for menj of the happieat hours of my 

t BnmB saya, "I compoaed the verses on the amiable and 
eioellent family of Whitefbord leaving Ballochmyle, when 
SirJohD'amisfoTtunesobligedhimtoaell the estates." Maria 
Whitefbord, now Mrs. Cranalon, mentioned in the first 
■tania, wai the eldest daughter of that gentlemAi. 
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But here, atas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile ; 

Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel, sweet Ballochmyle. 



THE HAPPY TRlO.t 



O, Willie brew'd a peck o' maut, 
And Rob and Allan came to see ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wad na find in Christendie. 



We are na fou, we're no that fou, 

But just a drappie in our ee ; 
The cock may craw, the day may daw. 

And aye we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

f This son^. wbichia called inThoniaOD'B Collection, " The 
Happy Trio," WBS written to conunemorBtfi the " home 
heating," or, as it is ttsraied in England, the " bouee wana- 
' " ' an, in Dunacore, o( WUIism NJcol, one of the 
e High School of Edinbargh. Bufqs caTI, 
g Masteitoo'B ; the song mine. The occasion 
of it was tbia. Mr. William Nicol, of the High School of 
Edinburgh, during the Autumn vacation, being at Moffat, 
honest Allan, who uaa at that time on a riait to Dalswinton, 
and I went to pay Nicol a visit. We had such a joyous 
meeting, that Mr. Maaterton and I agreed, each in our own 
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s of X Higl 



OP BURNB. 

And monie a night we've merry been. 
And monie mae we hope to be ! 
We are na fou, &c. 
It is the moon, I ken her horn. 

That's blinkin in the lift sae hie ; 
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame, 
Bnt by my sooth she'll wait a wee I 
We are na fou, &c. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 
A cuckold, coward bun is he ! 

Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 
He is the King amang us three ! 
We are na fou, &c. 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE4 



I OAED a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I'll dearly me ; 
I gat ray death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue, 

wty, that we should celebrate tLe busineas." Buma t|aated 
the first and last ver^iea of thia iong in bis letter to Captain 
RiddeU, in Ocloher, 1789, on the important contest for the 
Whistle.— See vol. i. 

t Buma being at Lochinahen. apent an evoning attbe 
manse with the Rev. Andrew Jeffery. His daughter Jean, 
then a handsome girl of Seventeen, with laughing blue eyes, 
^a Allan Cunningham, presided at the testable, and made 
herself so agreeable to the Poet, that the oext morning he 
sent iier this song. The lady is now Mrs. Renwick, of 
New York. 
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Twas not her golden ringlets t^bt. 
Her lips like roses wet wi' dew, 

Her heaving bosom lily-white ; — 
It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talk'd, she Bmil'd, my heart she wyl'd. 

She chann'd my soul I wist na how ; 
And aye the Btonnd, the deadly wound. 

Cam frae her een soe bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To hei twa een sae bonnie blue. 



JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 

JoHS Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acqnent. 
Your locks were like the raven, 

Your bonnie Ikow was brent ; 
Bnt now your brow is held, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessii^ on yaur frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 
We clamb the hill thegither ; 

And monie a. canty day, John, 
We've had wi' ane anither : 



cGoo^k 



Now we maun totter down, John, 
But hand in hand we'll go, 

And sleep tbegither at the foot, 
John Anderson my jo. 



Mt heart is a breaking, dear Tittie, 
Some counsel unto me come len', 

To anger them a' is a pity ; 

But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 

I'm thinking, wi' sic a braw fallow. 
In poortith 1 might mak a fen' ; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I maunna marry Tam Glen ? 

There's Lowrie the laird o' Dumeller, 

" Guid-day to you, brute i" he comes ben 

He brags and he blawg o' his siller. 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

My minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me ; 
But wha can think sae o' Tam Glen ? 

My daddie says, gin I'll forsake him. 
He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But, if it's ordain'd I maun take him, 
O wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 



so TBS POBHS 

Yestreen at the Valentioes' dealing. 
My heart to my mou gied a sten : 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 
And thrice it was written, Tarn Glen. 

The )ast Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukin — 
And the very grey breeks o' Tarn Glen I 

Come counsel, dear Tittle, don't tarry ; 

I'll gie you my bonie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



GANE IS THE DAY. 



Gane is the day, and mirk's the night, 
But we'll ne'er stray for faute o' tight, 
For ale and brandy's stars and moon, 
And blaid-red wine's the risin sun. 



Then guidwifecount the lawin, the lawin,thela win, 
Then guidwife count the lawin, and bring a coggie 
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There's wealth and ease for gentlemen, 
And semple-folk maun techt and fen', 
But here we're a' in ae accord, 
For ilka man that's drunk's a lord. 
Then guidwife count, &c. 

My coggie is a haly pool, 
That heals the wounds o' care and dool ; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 
An' ye drink it a' ye '11 6nd him out. 
Then guidwife count, &c- 



MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL. 

O MKiKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty. 

And meikle thinks my luve o' my kin ; 
But little thinks my luve 1 ken brawjie, 

My Tocher's the jewel has charms for him. 
It's a' for the apple he'll nourish the tree ; 

It's a' for the hiney he'll cherish the bee ; 
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi' the siller. 

He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o' luve's an airl-penny. 

My Tocher's the bargain ye wad buy ; 
But an ye be crafty, 1 am cunnin, 

Sae ye wi' anlther your fortune maun try. 
Ye're like to the timraer o' yon rotten wood, 

Ye're like to the bark o" yon rotten tree, 
Ye'U slip frae me like a knotless thread, 

And ye 'II crack your credit wi' mae nor me. 



...file 



WHAT CAN A YODNG LASSIE DO WI' AN 
AULD MAN. 



What can a young lagsie, what shall a young 
lasBie, 
What can a young las«e do wi' an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' Ian' ! 
Bad luck on the penny, &c. 

He's always compleenin frae roomin to e'enin. 
He hoBts and he hirples the weary day lang : 

He's doylt and he's dozin, his bluid it is frozen, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he hankers, he Trets and he cankers, 
I never can please him do a' that I caa ; 

He's peevish, and jealous of a' the young fellows : 
O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 

I'll cross him, and rack him, until I heart-break him. 
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 



cGoot^lc 



OF BDRN8. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! 



CHOKUS. 

An for ane and twenty. Tarn I 

Ad hey, sweet ane and twenty, Tarn I 
I'll learn my Icin a rattlin sang. 
An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 

Thex snoot me salr, and baud me down, 
And gar me look like blunde, Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun'. 
And then comes ane and tweuty, Tam. 
And O for one, &c. 

A gleib o' Ian', a claut o' gear. 
Was left me by my auntie, Tam ; 

At kith or kin I need na spier. 
An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 
An for ane, &c. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 
Tho' I mysel' hae plenty, Tam ; 

But hear'st thou, laddie, there's ray loof, 
I'm thine at ane and twenty, iWi 1 
An O for ane, &c. 
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THE BONNIE WEE THING.* 



Bonnie wee thJQg, cannie wee thing, 
Lovely wee thing, wast thou mine, 

1 wad wear thee in my bosom. 
Lest my jewel I should tine. 

Wistfully I look and languish 
In that bonnie face o' thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi' anguish, 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 



• Bums says this song waa compoaeii " on mjr little idol, 
tlie cbarmiiig loTely Dsvies." Allan CuDniaghain has 
given s rery sffecting history of the feir heroine of iMa 
aODg. Hernsme was Deborah, and she vas the daughter of 
Dr. DaTieB.ofTenby.iaPembrokeshire, and was related to 
the Riddels, of Fiiara Carae. In 1791,.sbe was io her 
twentieth year, equally agreeable and wilt;, and so little 
and so bandsome, that some one welcomed her to the vale 
of Nitb as one of the Graces in miaiatace. She formed an 
unfortunate attachment for a Captain Delany, " His regi- 
ment wsa called abroad, be went with it ; she beard from 
him but once and no more, and was left to mourn the 
change of affection — to droopand die." Thus, like anatho' 
victim of ill requited love, her " heaviest ill" was 



!;,■ Google 



Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty, 

In ae constellation shine ; 
To adore thee is my duty, 

Goddesa o' this soul o' mine 1 
Bonnie wee, &c. 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 



The Thames flows proudly to the sea. 
Where royal cities stately stand ; 

But sweeter flows the Nith to me, 

Where Cummins ance had high command : 



" So she pined and pined Bway; 

But she did rest her Boon, far it pleaaed God 

To take her to his mercj." 

Some pathetic lines on her fete were found among her 
papera. Bums aent these verses to Miai Daviea in a letter 
which Mr. Cunniagham hag printed, wherein he speaka of 
the " generoua warmth and angelic purity of her mind," 
and describes his mental aufleiinga in strong, if not ex- 
aggerated, langui^e. It would seem that he sent this song 
to her in compliance with herwiahes, aahesaya. " Nothing 
leaa. Madam, could hare made me ao long neglect your 
obliging commands. Indeed, I had one apology — Che 
bagatelle was not worth preienting. Besides, so strongly 
am 1 interested in Miss Danes' late and welfare, in CM 
aerious business of life, and its chances and changes, that 
to make her the sabject of * silly ballad is downright 
mockery of those vdent feelinga ; 'tis like an impertinent 
Jeat to a dying fiieui]." 
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When shall I tee that hoDOur'd land, 
That winding stream 1 love bo dear ! 

Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 
For ever, ever keep me here ? 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom ; 
Hon sweetly wind thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom ! 
Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom. 

Par from thy bonnie banks and braes, 
May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days 1 



BESSY AND HER SPINNIN WHEEL.* 



O i,EEZE^ me on my spinnin wheel, 
O leeze* me on my rock and reel ; 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien, 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 
I'll set me down and sing and spin. 
While laigh descends the simmer sun, 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal — 
leeze* me on my spinnin wheel. 

Vab. ' weel*. ' Aad weels. * weels. 

* The TBriiticiDB tie from a copy in fiuras' wiiting. 



„Gooji|e 



On ilka hand the burntea trot, 
And meet below my theekit cot ; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen* the birdie's nest, 
And little fishes caller rest : 
The sun blinks kindly in the blel'. 
Where blithe I turn my spinnin wheeL 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 
And echo cons' the doolfu' tale ; 
The hat whites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival ither's lays ; 
The craik amang; the claver hay, 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley. 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel. 
Amuse* me at my spinnin wheel. 

Wi' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave' this humble state. 
For a' the pride of a" the great ? 
Amid' their flarin, idle toys. 
Amid' their cumbraus, dinsome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinnin wheel ? 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 



I» simmer when the hay was mawn. 

And com wav'd green in ilka field. 
While claver blooms vhite o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in ilka Ineld ; 
Blithe Bessie in the milking shtel. 

Says, ' I'll be wed, come o't what will ;' 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

' 0' guid advisement comes nae ill. 

' It's ye hae wooers monie ane. 

And, lassie, ye're but young ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben : 
There's Johnie o' the Buskie-glen, 

Fu' is his bam, fu' is his byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 

It's plenty beets the luver's fire." 

' For Johnie o' the Buskie-glen 

I dinna care a single flie ; 
He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye, 

He has nae luve to spare for me : 
But blithe's the blink o' Robie's ee. 

And weel 1 wat he lo'es me dear : 
Ae blink o' him I wad na ^e 

For Buskie-glen and a' hia gear.' 



...Cooylt^ 



' tboughtlesa lassie, life's a fought ; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 
But aye fu' han't is Tecbtin best, 

Aa hungry care's an uaco care : 
But some will spend, and some will spare, 

An' wilfu' folic maun hae their will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden iaJT, 

Keep mind that ye maun driak the yill.' 

' 0, gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' leesome luve 

The gowd and siller canna buy : 
We may be poor — Robie and I 

Light is the burden luve lays on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy, 

What mair hae queens upon a throne V 



TAIR ELIZA." 

IDHE— ' THE BONME BROCKET LAESIE." 

Turn again, thou feiT Eliza, 
Ae kind blink before we part, 

Rew on thy despairing lover ! 
Canst thou break his faithfii' heart ? 



* Allm CmmiDghuD wys, the niune of the fair heroine 
'U originallj " Rubina," to whom oneof ths Poet's Mends 
'H atlscbed ; lud that ibs name was ebiuged to Eliu at 
le reijueit of Johnson. 
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Turn again, thou fair Eliza; 

If to love thy heart denies. 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind di^uise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loiing thee ; 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever^ 

Wha for thine wad gkdiy die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom. 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe ; 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

Not the bee upon the blossom, 

In the pride o' sunny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his ee. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 

That thy presence gies to me. 



SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 

She's fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and kng : 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart. 

And I may e'en gae hang. 



„.c,=,Co<)ylt^ 



A coof cam in wi' rowtli o' gear, 

And I liae tint my dearest dear. 

But woman is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang;, 

Whae'er ye be that woman love. 

To thia be never blind, 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind : 
O Woman lovely. Woman fair ! 
An Angel form's &un to thy share, 
'Twad been o'er meikle to've gien tliei 

I mean an Angel mind. 



THE POSlE.t 

O LuvE will venture in, where it daur na weel be 

luve will venture in, where wisdom ance has been; 
But I vfill down yon river rove, amang the wood 
sae green, 
And a' to pu' a Posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year, 
And I will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear, 



; " ' The Posie,' in the ' Museum,'" says Bums in alet- 
r to Mr. Thomson, in Octoher, 1794. " ia m;' compoii- 
m. Tlia air wes taken down from Mra. Burns' voita." 
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For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms 
without a peer ; 
Aad a' to be a Posie to my am dear May. 

I'll pu' the buddiog rose, when Phoebus peeps ia 

For it's like a bauniy kiss o" her sweet botinie moo ; 
The hyacinth's for constancy, wi' its unchanging 
blue, 
And a' to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it Is fair, 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there ; 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air. 
And a' to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locks o' siller ray. 

Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o'day. 

But the songster's nest within the bush I winoa 

tak away ; 

And a' to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pu' when the e'ening star is Hear, 
And the diamond drops o' dew shall be her een 

The violetsfor modesty which weel she ta's to wear. 
And a' to be a Posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll tie the Posie round wi' the silken band o' luve. 
And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear by 

a' above, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall 

ne'er remuve, 
And this will be a Posie to my wn dear May. 
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THE BANKS O' DOON.t 



Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ! 

How can ye chant, ye little birds. 
And 1 sae weary, tu' o' care ! 

t In JanitBry, 1787, Burns B«nt tbe follawinjc original 

""'"" '-■- = - - " "-"--- 3, " while," be »Bid, 

teof BfireinaUttle 



Ye fiowery banka a' bonis Doon, 

How c)u] ye blume goe fair '. 
How COD ye cbint, je little birds, 

And 1 BBe fu' o' cire. 

Tbon'll bretk mj heart, thou bonie bird, 
That flings upon the bough ; 

Tbou mindfl me o' the happy AayB, 
When my lause lore was tme. 

Thau'll break my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That flings bfflide thy Tnate ; 

For eae I sat. and sae I sang, 
And wist nil o' my fate. 

Aft bae 1 ror'd bj bonie Doon, 
To gee the wood-bine twine, 

A nd ilka bird aang o' its lore. 
And saa did I o' mine. 

VVi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 

Frae off its Ihornj' tree ; 
And my Ause luver staw the rose. 

But left the thorn wV me. 

Id 1790, Chia song was published, exactly as il 
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Thou "It bi'eak my heart, thou warbling ' bird, 
That wantons thro' the flowering thorn : 

Thou minds me o' departed joys, 
Departed — never to return.' 

Thou'lt break my heart, thou bonie Inrd, 

That sings beside thy mate. 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o' my fete. 
Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 



' That lUDgB upon (be bough, 
Tbou minds me a' tbe happy days 
When m; fuuse lure nas tru«. 

the leiC, in Johnson' a Mus: 

in tbe Poet's own hand. 

In November. 1794, Bums wrote to Thomson, " • Ye 
banks and braes o' bonnie Doon ;' this air, I think, might 
iind apiace among yonr hundred, aa Lear says ofhia KnigUs. 
Do you know the history of the aiil It is curious eaou^. 
A good many years epo, Mr. James Miller, writer in your 
good town, a gentleman whom possibly you know, was in 
company with our friend Clarke; and talking of Scottish 
music. Miller expressed an ardent ambition to be able to 
compose 'a Scots air. Mr. Clarke, partly by way of joke. 
told him to keep to ihe black keys of the harpsicbord, and 
preserve some kind of thythm, and he would infellibly 
compose a Scots ajr. Certain it is. that in a few days, Mr. 
Miller produced the rudiments of an air, which Mr. Clarke. 
with some touches and corrections, fashioned into the tone 
in question. Ritson, you know, has the same story of tbe 
' Black keys;' but this account which 1 have just given 
you, Mr. Clarke informed me of several years ago. 

" Now, to shew you bow difficult it is to trace the origin 
of our airs, I have heard it repeatedly asserted that this icai 
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And ilka bird sang o' its luTe, 
And fondly sae did I o' mine. 

Wi' lightsome Leart I pu'd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon* its thorny tree; 
And my feuse luver stole my* rose, 

But ah 1 he lel\ the thorn wi' me. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 

Upon a mom in June ; 
And sae 1 flourish'd on the mom. 

And sae was pu'd on noon. 

Vah. ^ Fraeaff. * sUw the. 

aa Irish sir ; nay, I met with an Irish gentleman who af- 
firmed he had hetai it id Ireland among the old women; 
while, on the other hand, a Countess informed me, that the 
first person who introduced the air into this conntiy was a 
Baronet's ladj of her scquaiatance, who took down the 
notes from an itinerant piper in the Isle of Man. How dif- 
ficult then to ascertain the truth respecting our poesy and 
mosie I I, myself, have lately seen a couple of ballads sung 
through the streets of Dumfries, wi(h my name st the head 
of ihein as the snthor, though it was the first time 1 hod erer 

" According to an Ayrshire ballad," says Allan Cunning- 
bam, " the heiiHne was Mias Kennedy, of Balgarrock. a 
young creature, beautiful and accompliahed. who fell a 
victim to het love for M'Dougall, of Logan." 
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GLOOMY DECEMBER.t 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December ! 

Aoee mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
Sad ' was the parting thou makes^ me reinember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 
Pond lovers* parting is sweet painful pleasure, 

Hope beaming mild on the soil parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, O farewell for ever, 

Is anguish unmingl'd and agony pure. 
Wild as the winter now tearing the forest, 

Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown. 
Such is the tempest has taken ray bosom. 

Since my last hope and my comfort is gone; 



mentsl." 

The rollovring letter, which is now for the-Grat time 
printed, throws Ewrne light an them : 

Dear Madun, — I have writleD bo oftaa to you asd have 
got DO uiswer, that I had reaalved never to liR up b pen to 
you agaiD, but this trreotful day, the liith of DcMmAcr, re- 
calls to my memorrsuchascenel Hearea and earth I when 
I remember a brdiatsnt person! — but do more of thia, until 
I learn from joa a prop«r addreaa, and wbj my letters hare 
lain byyoa nnanawered, as this is the third I baya sent 
you. The opportonities will be all ^e bow, 1 fear, of 
■ending OTer the book I mentioned in mj last. Do not 
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Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 
Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 

For sad was the parting thou makes me remember, 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 



BEHOLD THE HOUR.* 



Behold the hour, the boat arrive ! 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart : 
Sever'd from thee can 1 surriye ? 

But fate has will'd, and we must part! 
I'll often greet this sui^ng swell ; 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
" E'en here I took the last farewell ; 

There latest mark'd her vantsh'd sail." 



wriie me for ■ week, u I Bhall not be U borne ; but as soon 
after tbnt as poisible. 

Ance msir I hail thee, tboa gloomj December ! 

Aoce mair I hail tbee iri' Borrow and care i 

Dire was the parUng tbou bids me remember, 

Parting wi' Nanoy, ah 1 ne'er to meel msir. 

Dec. 6, 179S. " Yours, — B— . 

" To &Iies Mary Peacock, care of Mrs. Ridley, Jacks 
Cloaa, Caonongste, Ediaborgb." 

• Bums wrote to TbomsoD in September, 1793, '- The tbi- 
lowing song I have composed for ' Onn-gaoil,' the High- 
land tir that you tell me, in your lait, yon hsve reaoWed to 
gire a place to in yonr book. I have Ais monieDt fiiuBbed 
lh« (oug ; so yOD bare it glowing from the mint. If it suit 
you, well[ if not, 'tis also well! 
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Abng the solitary shore. 

While flitUDg aea-fowla round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye : 
" Happy, thou Indian grove," I'll say, 

" Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O tell me, does she muse on me V 



WILLIE'S WIFE.t 



Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 
The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie, 

Willie was a wabster guid, 

Cou'd stown a clue wi' onie bodie ; 

He had a wife was dour and din, 
O Tinkler Madgie was her mither ; 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 



t Allan Cunni „„ „ 

owes his name to that doughy pereonage who replied to clw 
■ummoQS of Oliver Cromwell : 

I'm Willie 0' the WmiIb. 

I'll keep in my otutle ; 
and that the heroine was the wife of a former wholiTed Dear 
Bums at Ellialand, of whom he relates aomeanefdotei which 
shew [Lat ahe was a half onuy termBgant. 



„Go<)glc 



She has an ee, she has but ane, 
The cat has twa the very colour ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper toi^e wad deave a miller; 

A whiskin beard about her mov, 
Her nose and chin they threaten ither; 
Sic a wife, &c, 

She's bow-hough'd, she's hein shinn'd, 
Ae limpin leg a hand-breed shorter; 

She's twisted right, sheis twisted left. 
To balance (sir in ilka quarter : 

She has a hump upon her breast, 
The twin o' that upon her shouther ; 
Sic a wife, &c, 

Auld baiidrans by the ingle sits. 
An' wi' her loof her face a-washin ; 

But Willie's wife is nae sae trig, 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushion ; 

Her walie nieves like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water ; 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

1 wad na gie a button for her. 
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AFTON WATER.t 



Fliiw gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' the 

flen. 
Ye wild whistUng blackbirds in yon thorny den, 
Thou green-crested lapinDg,thy screaming forbear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Aftan, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark 'd with the courses of clear, winding riUs; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea. 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Aflon, how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy clear 



i Aflon ia a snudl stream in Ayrahire, One of the tribulai 
to (be Nith. Bums presented a copy to Iiis pBCron< 
Mrs. StBoart. which Allan CanuinglDua ssys he had he 
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Flow geatty, sweet Aflon, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Aflon, disturb not her dream. 



LOUIS. WHAT RECK I BY THEEIt 



Louis, what reck I by thee, 
Or Geordie on his ocean ? 

Dyvor, beggar loons to me, 
I reign in Jeauie's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law. 
And in hei breast enthrone me : 

Kings and nations, swith awa ! 
Reif randies, I disown ye ! 



BONNIE BELL. 

The smilii^ spring comes in rejoicing, 

And surly winter grimly flies : 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies ; 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning, 

The ev'ning gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

t The Janie at Oat song was Mrs. Bums. 
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The flowery spring leads sunny summer, 

And yellow autumn presses near. 
Then in his turn comes gloomy winter. 

Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Natuie their changes tell, 
But never ranging, still unchanging 

I adore my bonnte Bell. 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODV. 



Mv heart is sair, 1 dare na tell. 

My heart is sair for somebody: 
I could wake a winter night. 
For the sake o' somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody \ 
I could range the world around, 
For the sake o' somebody. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

0, sweetly smile on someboily ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 
I wad do — what wad I not ? 
For the sake o' somebody ! 
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O MAY, THY MORN. 

O May, thy mora was ne'er sae sweet, 
As the mirk night o' December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 
Aad private was ihe chamber : 

And dear was she I dare na name, 
But I will aye remember. 
And dear, &c. 

And here's to them, that, like oursel. 

Can push about the Joram ; 
And here's to them that wish us weel. 

May a' that's guid watch o'er them ; 
And here's to them we dare na tell. 

The dearest o' the quorum. 
And here's to, &c. 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS.' 

The lovely lass o' Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 

For e'en and mom she cries, alas ! 
And aye the saut tear blins her ee : 



whose faiher and brotbera were ! 

deo, which was fought on Dnimoaaia Moor. The first fo 

lines are from an old 0one. 
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Dnimossie moor, Drumosaie day, 

A waefii' day it was to me ; 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 

Tlieir graves are growing green to see ; 
And by them hes the dearest lad 

That ever blest a woman's ee ! 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be; 
For monie a heart thou hast made sair. 

That ne'er did wrang to thine or thee. 



A RED, RED ROSE. 



O, MY luve's hke a red, red rose. 
That's newly sprung in June : 

O, my luve's like the melodic 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair ait thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a" the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun : 

I will luve thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o" life shall run. 
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OF BtJRNe. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve .' 
And fare thee weel awhile! 

And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho" it were ten thousand mile. 



O. WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWNI' 



O, WAT ye wha's in yon town, 

Ye see the e'enin sun upon ? 

The &irest dame's in yon town. 

That e'enin sun is shining; on. 



• Tba anbjectof this song wBa Mrs. Oswald, of Anchin- 
cruive, foruierly Miss Lucy Johngtone. Sbe died io tha 
prime of life, at Lisbon, and is described by Mr. Thomson, 
aa t inost accomplished, and most iorelj woman, end well 
worthy of the poet's admirstion. To Mr. Syme, BurasBaya, 
" You know that among other hi^h d%niues, you have the 
hoDOar to be my supreme court of critical judicature, from 
which there ia no appeal. I enclose you a aoug which I 
composed since I saw you, and am going to giie you the 
history of it. Do jod know that among much that 1 admire 
in the characters and mumera of those great folks whom 1 
have now the honour to call my acquaintances, the Oswald 
lamity, there ia nothing charms me more than Mr. O's un- 
ooneealaWe attachment to that incomparaUe woman. Did 
you over, my dear Syme, meet with a man who owed more 
to the Divine Giver of all good things than Mr. O.! A 
Rne fortune ; a pleasing exterior ; ael^vident amiable dis- 
positionB, and an ingenuous uprigbt mbd, and that informed 
too much beyond the uaual nin of young feUowa of his rank 
and fortune ; and (o all this, such a woman '. — but of her I 
shall say nothing at all, in despair of saying any Ibii^; ade- 
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Now haply down yon gay green shaw, 
She waoders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest, ye flow'rs that round her blaw, 
Ye catch the glances o' her ee ! 

How blest, ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in the blooming year, 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear ! 

The sun blinks blithe on yon town. 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight in yon town. 
And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Without my love, not a' the charms 
O' Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arms, 

And welcome Lapland's dreary sky. 

My cave wad be a lover's bower, 
Tho' raging winter rent the air; 

And she a lovely little flower, 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 



cjuate: in my song, I bave endeavoured to do justice to 
what would be his feelings on seeing, in the scene I haye 
drawn, tbe habitation of his Lucy. As I am a good_ deal 
pleased nitb toy performance, I in my first fervour thou|;fat 
of lending it ta Mrs. O.; but on second thoughts, perhapg 
whatl offer as tbe honeat incenae of genuine respect might, 
from the weU-bnown character of poverty ana poetry, be 
coDStnied into aome modification or other of that semlit; 
which my soul abhors." 
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sweet is she in yon town. 

Yon sinkin sun's gane down upon ; 
A iairer than's in yon town, 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

If angry fate is swom my foe, 

And suffering I am doom'd to bear ; 

1 careless quit aught else below, 

But spare me, spare me Lucy dear. ' 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 

Ae thought frae hec shall ne'er depart, 
And she — as fairest is her form. 
She has the truest, kindest heart. 



As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa' Sower scents the dewy air. 
Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 

And tells the midnight moon her care ; 



• Thia fragmeiit was founded on a Poem by Allan Ram- 
say. The scenery ia from nature. The Poel is auppoBcd 
to be muj^ing on ihe banks ofthe river Clouden, hytLeruins 
of Lincludea Abhej, founded by a lord of Galloway, in the 
re^ofMalcolin IV. The rariationa. which aie from a copy 
in Bums' autograph, ^ree with the rersion printed ip J ohn- 
aoa'a Museum, with the exception of ibe fifth and siilli 
reise* in the t«xC, wbich occur neither in the MS. nor in the 
Museum^ 
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THE POEMS 



A lassie, all alone was making her moan. 

Lamenting our lads beyond the sea ; 
In the bluidy wars they fa', and our honour's gane 

And broken-hearted we maun die : 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 

The stars they shot alang the sky ; 
The fox> was howling on the hill, 

And the distant-echoing glens reply. 

The stream,^ adown its hazelly path. 

Was rushing by the ruin'd wa'. 
Hasting to join the sweeping Nitfa, 

Whase distant roarings swell' and Ta'. 

The cauld blue north was streaming forth 

Her lights, wi' hissing, eerie din ; 
Athort the lift they start and shift, 

Like fortune's favours, tint as win. 

•By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes. 
And, by the moon-beam, shook to see 

A stern and stalwart ghaist arise, 
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be. 



* Now loakiiig aver firth ind fauld. 

Her horn the psle fnceA Cynthia rear'd. 
When 1o, in rann of minstrel suld 
A stern and siatwart ghaUt appew'd. 
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Had I a statue been o' stane, 
His dariD look bad daunted' me ; 

And on his bonnet grav'd was plain 
The sacred posy — Libertie ! 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 

Might rous'd the slumbering dead to heui' : 

But oh, it was a taie of woe. 
As ever met a Briton's ear ! 

He sang wj' joy his former day, 
He weeping wail'd his latter times ; 

But what he said it was nae play, 
I winna venture't in my rhymes. 



O. WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST.t 



O, WERT thou in the cauld bkst. 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee. 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw. 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a', to share it a'. 



Var. ' dauntin. 

' ' The Robio eame to Wren'a nest.' 
t It is uid, thM Mrs. Riddel was the heroine of this 
Bong. It occurs ioThonison'H Collection, vol. i v. p. 96, wiih 
Bums' name. Ths Tsrislioas are from a copy in the Pom'h 
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Or were I in the wildest waste. 

Of earth and air, of earth and air,* 
The desart were a paradise. 

If thou wert there, if thon wert there. 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign. 
The only* jewel in my crown. 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 



THE HIGHLAND LASSIE- 



Nae gentle dames, tho' e'er sae fair. 
Shall ever be my Muse's care; 
Tlitir titles a" are empty show ; 
Gie me my Highland lassie, 0. 



' AIt Tbomson has aubetituted, for this line, ii 
' Sne bl^ik end bare, sue bteak and bare,' 



* Burna compoB«d tbflse verses in early life. The object 
of his aSectioD was Mary Campbell, s native of CampbaQ 
'I'own, in Ai^jllsliire, whose memuTy he eommemoraled in 
the touching lines, "To Mary in Heaven." She waas dairy, 
maid in the aervice of Colonel Montgomery, at Coilafield. 
Bums in n note on s copy of these TSrses which be give 
10 Mi, lliddel, says, " This was a campaaitiau of mine in 
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Within the glen sae bushy, 0, 
Aboon the plain sae rushy, O, 
I set me down wi' right good will, 
To sing my Highland lassie, O. 

Oh, were yon hills and valleys mine. 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine ! 
The world then the iove should know 
1 bear my Highland lassie, 0. 
Within the glen. Sec. 

But fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And 1 maun cross the raging sea ; 
But while ray crimson currents flow 
I'll love my Highland lassie, O. 

Within the glen, &c. 



very early life, before I waa known b( bII to the world. My 
Uighlsnd lessie was a WHrm bearted channing young crea- 
ture as ever blessed a man with generous love. After a 
pretty long tract of the most ardent reciprocal attachment, 
we met by appointment, on tLe second Sunday of May. in 
a sequestered spot by tbe banks of the Ayr, where we spent 
the day in taldiig a farewell, before she should embark for 
the West Highlands, to Hrrsnge matters among- her friends 
for our projected change of life. At the close ofthe autumn 
following, she crossed the sea to meet me at Greenock, 
where sbe had since resided, until she was seized with a 
malignant fever, which hurri 
a few days, before 1 could e 
the sake of this, and similar anecdotes, Mr. Riddel will 
keep these volumes solely for his private perusal." 
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Altho' thro' foreign climes I ran^e, 
I know her heart will never change, 
For her bosom burns with honour's gloi; 
My faithful Highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, &c. 

For her I'll dare the billow's roar. 
For her I'll dare the distant shore. 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland lassie, O. 
Within thy glen, &c. 

She has my heart, she has my hand. 
By sacred truth and honour's band ! 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I'm thine, my Highland lassie, O. 

Fareweel the glen sae bushy, O [ 
Fareweel the plain sae rushy, ! 
To other lands 1 now must go, 
To sing my Highland lassie, O,! 



JOCKEY'S TA'EN THE PARTING KISS. 



Jockey's ta'en the parting ki 
O'er the mountains he is gi 

And with him is a' my bliss. 
Nought but griefs with me 
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spare my luve, ye winds that blaw, 
Plasliy sleets and beatiog rain ! 

Spare my luve, thou feathery snan. 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fan, gladsome ee, 

Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his waukening be ! 

He will think on her he loves. 
Fondly he'll repeat her name ; 

For where'er he distant roves, 
Jockey's heart is still at hame. 



PEGGY'S CHARMS.t 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form, 
The frost of hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy's worth, my P^gy's mind. 
Might charm the first of human kind . 
I love my Peggy's angel air, 
Her face so truly heavenly fair. 
Her native grace so void of art; 
But I adore my Peary's heart. 



t Of this song. Misa Margaret Chalmers whs tb« heroine. 
See p. S36. ante. Barns wroie to Joboson, that he had a 
atrong private reason for wishing it inserted in the second 
volume of tbe Museum. 
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The lily's hue, the rose's dye. 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
Who but owns their magic sway. 
Who but knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrill, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look that rage disarms. 
These are all immortal charms. 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY/ 



Up in the morning's no for me. 

Up in the morning early ; 
When a' the hills are cover'd wi' snaw, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west. 

The drift is driving sairly ; 
Sae loud and shrill's I hear the blast, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

The birds sit chittering in the thorn, 

A' day they fare but sparely ; 
And lang's the night frae e'en to motn, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 
Up in the morning, &c. 

■ Bums says, ■' Tlie Cliorus of tliiB song is old ; the two 

t Mrs. Burna ia suppoaedto h«T6been the subject of thia 
song, which was written when fate seemed to forbid iheir 



...Cooyl^ 



THO' CRUEL FATE-t 

Tho' cruel fate should bid ua part, 

As fat's the pole and line ; 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 

Tho' mountains frown and deserts howl, 

And oceans roar between ; 
Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would lore tny Jean. 



I DREAM'D I LAY WHERE FLOWERS WERE 

SPRINGlNG.il 

I dhgam'd I lay where flowers were springing; 

Gaily In the sunny beam ; 
List'ning to the wild birds singing. 

By a foiling, crystal stream ; 
Straight the sky grew black and daring; 

Thro' the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring, 

O'er the swelling, drumlie wave. 



..u.wM. .- rs UDDdg the F< 

II BumssBjg, 
aeventeea ; and 



t occurs UDDdg the Poet's private memaraDda in 

ssajB, ■' Thflae two staniBB I composed when 1 "as 
. ; and are among the oldest of mj printed pieces." 
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Such was my life's deceitful morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flowery blias destroy "d. 
Tho' tickle fortune has deceived me, 

She promis'd fair, and perform 'd but ill; 
Of monie a joy and hope bereav'd me, 

I bear a heart shall support me sUU. 



BONNIE ANN.t 

Ye gallants bright, I red you right. 

Beware o' bonnie Ann : 
Her comely face sae fu' o' grace, 

Your heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright, like stars by night, 

Her skin is like the swan ; 
Sae jimpy lac'd her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move, 
And pleasure leads the van ; 

In a' their charms, and conquering arms 
They wait on bonnie Ann. 



+ " I composed tbis song," says Bums, " out of com- 
pliment to Ana Masterton, tbe daaghler of my Triend 
Allan Masterton, tbeaulborofthe air ofStTBChallan's Lament, 
and two or three others in this work," He waa " Allan" of 
the " three merry boys" of tbe " Peck o' Maut." She is 
now, BB^a Mr. Allan Cunningham, Mrs. Derbisbire, and 
resides in London. 
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The captive bands may chain the hands, 

But love enslaves the man : 
Ye gallants braw, I red you a'. 

Beware o' bonnie Ann. 



MY BONNIE MARY.* 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine, 

An" fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I may drink before 1 go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith ; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick -law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready ; 
The shouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
But it's no the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shout o' war that's heard afar. 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 



} On aendiDg tbese verses to Mrs. Danlop, in December 
1788, Bums said, after eipresaing his love of old Scottish 
aonga. " tiow I am on my bobby horse, I cannot b«lp in- 
aerting two other old stanzas, which please me mightily." 
Bat in hia nolea to the Museum he obaerrea, " Thia air is 
Oswald's ; the first half alania of the song is old, Ibe rest is 
mine.'' Bums' name is not attached Co the piece in the 
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS.t 

Mr heart's in the HighlaDds, my heart is not here; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe. 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 
Farewell to the Highlands, ferewell to the North, 
The birth-place of valour, the country of worth; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The bills of the Highlands for ever 1 love. 

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ; 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here : 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 



Museum, thougb it occuib to the aeit song. Mr. AIIsd 
CuDDJnghua canjeclures. that tbe whole of it was nritleii 
by Bums, and adds, tbat " it is said to have been composed 
out of compliment to the feelings ofa young officer abautto 
embaik toi a foreign shore, whose ship rode by (he Berwick- 
law, aod who naa accompanied to the Pier of Leith bya 
jouDg lady, — the boDnie Maiy of the song." 

I "The Gist half Btania of thia song," Bums says, "is old, 
the real is mine." 
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THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY .J 



There's a youth in this city, it were a great pity. 

That he from our lasses should wander awa ; 
For he's bonnie and braw, weel favour'd witha'. 

And his bair has a natural buckle and a'. 
His coat is the hue of bis bonnet sae blue ; 

His feckett is white as the new-driven snaw ; 
His hose they are blae, and litsshoon like the slae, 

And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a'. 
His coat is the hue, &c.. 

For beauty and fortune the laddie's been courtin ; 
Weel-featur'd,weel-tocher'd,weel-mountedand 

But chiefly the siller, that ^rs him gang till her. 

The pennie's the jewel that beautifies a". 
There's Meg wi' the mailin, that fain wad a haen 

And Susy whase daddy was Laird o' the ha' ; 

There's Ian g- toe her'd Nancy maist fetters his fancy, 
— But the laddie's dear sel he lo'es dearest of a'. 



^ Barns states, that " this sir is claimed bj Neil Gow, 
who cdUb it a Lament for hisbrolbei. The first hulf-stania 
of the song is old, the rest is mine.'" ' 

) Feckel an under waistcoat with sleeves. 
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THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE OT.t 



O WBA my babie-clouts will buy ? 
Wlia will tent me when I cry ? 
Wha will kiss me whare 1 Me ? 
The rantiD dog the daddie o't. 

Wha win owD he did the faut ? 
Wha will buy my groanin maut? 
Wha will tell me how to ca't ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. 

When I mount the creepie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair. 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidgin ^n ? 
Wha will kiss me o'er £^ain ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. 



t "' I composed (hia song," ssys llurna, '■ prettj early JB 
life, sud sent it to a young girl, a very particular Bcquain- 

persan supposed to make the inquiries in tbis boi^, wu 
Elizabeth Palon, bv wbomBums bed his " Bonsiesmirkine 
Besa," in the autumn of 17B6, about whom and the " w«e 
Ladj." enough has been said in a (brmer note. It has beea 
GOllatad with a copy in the Poet's own hand. 
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I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR." 

1 DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o'er the lugs in luve ; 
Had I not found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak, thy heart could muve. 

I do confess thee sweet, but find 
Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets. 

Thy fovours are the silly wind 
That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonUer rose-bud rich in dew, 

Amang its native briers sae coy. 
How soon it tines its scent and hue 

When pu'd and worn a common toy ! 

Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 
Tho' thou may gaily bloom a while ; 

Yet soon thou shalt be thrown aside. 
Like onie common weed and vile. 

* Bums gays, " This Song is altered (irom a poem hy Sir 
Robert Ayton, private secretary to Merr and Anne, Queeiu 
of Scotland. The poem is to be found in James Watson's 
CoUectioa of Scots Poems, the earliest collection printed in 
Scotland.— I think that I have improved the simplicity of 
the sentiments, bj giving them a Scots dress." 
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YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS.} 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide. 
That nurse in their bosom the youtli o' the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveysthro' the heather 

to feed, 
And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his 

Where the grouse, &c. 

Not Gowrie's rich valley, nor Forth 's sunny shores, 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild mossy moors; 
For there, by a lanely, sequester'd clear stream. 
Resides a s^neet lassie, my thought and my dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path. 
Ilk stream foamingdown its ain green narrow strath; 
For there, wi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
./ While o'er us unheeded, fly the swift hours o' love. 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is fair ; 
O' nice education but sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 
But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 



} ■' This ,Sonf!," says Bums, " elludea lo ■ port of my 
privnte history, nliicb it ia of no consequence to the world 
io know." Allan Cunni^bdmau^eats, that " (he heroine 
is Boollier ' Nannie,' who dwelt near the Lugar, or ' High- 
land Mary,' most likely the foimei. for be alwayi spoke 
out when be alluded to Maiy." 
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To beauty what man but maun yield him a prize. 
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs ? 
And when wit and refinement hae polish 'd het darts. 
They dazzle our een, as they fly to our hearts. 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond spark- 
ling ee. 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart-beating love, as I'm clasp'd in her 

O, these are my lassie's all-conquering charms ! 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOR?' 

Wha is that at my bower door? 

O wha is it but Findky ; 
ITien gae your gate, ye'se nae be here ! 

Indeed maun 1, quo' Findlay. 
What raak ye sae like a thief? 

O come and see, quo' Findlay ; 
Before the morn ye'U work mischief; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Gif I rise and let jou in ; 

Let me in, quo' Findlay; 
Ye'U keep me waukin wi' your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay, 
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In my bower if ye should stay ; 

Let me stay, quo' Findlay ; 
I fear ye'll bide till break o' day ; 

Indeed will 1, quo' Fiodlay. 

Here this night if ye remain ; 

I'll remain, quo' Findlay; 
I dread ye'll learn the ^te again ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 
What may pass within this bower — 

Let it pass, quo' Findlay ; 
Ye maun conceal till your last hour ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 



FAREWELL TO NANCY .• 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy ; 



■ Allan CuoninghBm gBys, " It ia bBlieved that these 
besulifiil verses, which ore printed in Cromek's Rehques, 
were inspired by the fair Clsriitda.'' 
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OF Bvttna, 

But to see her, was to love her; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly. 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met — or pever parted. 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted, I 

Fare thee weet, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 



THE BONNIE BLINK O' MARY'S EE !t 

Now bank an' brae are claith'd in green. 

An' scatter'd cowslips sweetly spring. 
By Girvan's fairy haunted stream 

The birdies ilit on wanton wing. 
To Cassillis' banks when e'ening fa's. 

There wi' my Maiy let me flee. 
There catch her ilka glance o' love. 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 



; These four linei were selected by B 
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The chield wha boasts o' warld's wealth. 

Is aften laird o" meikle care ; 
But Mary she is a' my ain, 

Ah, fortune canna gte me mair ! 
Then let me range by Cassillis' banks 

Wi' her the lassie dear to me. 
And catch her ilka glance o' love. 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 



OUT OVER THE FORTH.t 

Out over the Forth I look to the north. 

But what is the north and its Highlands to me? 

The south nor the east gie ease to my breast. 
The far foreign land, or the wild rolling sea. 

But I look to the west, when I gae to rest. 
That happy mydreams and my slumbers may be ; 

For far in the west lives he I lo'e best, 
The lad that is dear to my babie and me. 



t OuthelSthMnrcb, 1791. Bums wrote to CunninglniD, 
-■ So' good night to jou I Sound be your sleep, and delec- 
table your dreBms! A pio/os, how do you like this thought 
in a halUd, 1 have juat now on Ihe tapis' 
I look [0 the west, when 1 gae to reel. 

That happy my dreama and my slumbers may be ; 
For far in the weat i^ he I lo'e beat*— 
The lad (hat ia dear to my baby and me 1" 
It was printed by Cromek. 
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THE BONNIE LAD THAPS FAR AWA-t 



O HOW can I be blithe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and braw. 

When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is o'er the hills and far awa ? 

Its no the frosty winter wind, 

Its no the driving; drift and snaw ; 

But ay the tear comes in my e'e, 
To think on htm that's far awa. 

My fether pat me frae his door, 

My friends they hae disown'd me a' 

But I hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

A pair o' gloves he gae to me, 

And silken snoods^ he gae me twa ; 

And I will wear them for his sake, 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 



X Allan Cunningham observes, " TJiis Song, wbict oc- 
curs in Tbomson'a Collection, was written, it ia said, in al- 
lusion to the treatment of Jean Armour by her btbor, wbea 
he heard that she had not dismissed the Poet rrom her heart, 
hot Mill kept up a corrfspondence," It has been coUated 
with ■ oopy in Uuma' autograph. 

$ Ribands for binding the huir. 
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The weary winter soon will pass. 

And spring will cleed the birken-shaw ; 

And my sweet babie will be bom, 
And he'll come hame that's far awa. 



THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA.t 



Yehtreen 1 had a pint o' wine, 

A place where body saw na" ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
The hungry Jew in wilderness 

Rejoicing o'er his manna. 
Was naething to my hinny bliss 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye monarchs, tak the east and west, 
Frae Indus to Savannah ! 

Gie me within my straining grasp 
The melting form of Anna. 



; In April, 1793, Buma wrote to TbomBon ; " 'Shep- 
hsrdg, I hKve lost my love ' is )o me B heHveiilj air — nbU 
would you think of b set of Scottish veraea to it^ I hsTe 
made one to it h good while ago, but in its original state it ji 
not quite a lady's sane. I enclose an altered, not amended 
copy for you, if yon choose to set the tune to it, and let the 
Irish reraes^llow." " A Dumfries maiden, with a light loot 
and n merry eye, the handmaid at an inn. was," says ADin 
Cunningbain, " the heroine of this Song, which was coaai- 
dered hy Burns to he the best love-song be ever composed." 
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There I'll despise imperial channs, 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dying raptures in her arms, 

1 give and take with Anna! 

Awa, thou flaunting god o' day ! 

Awa, thou pale Diana! 
Ilk 3ta.r gae hide thy twinkling ray 

When I'm to meet my Anna. 
Come, in thy raven plumage, night. 

Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a' 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transports wi' my Anna ! 



The kirk and state may join, and tell 

To do such things 1 mauna : 
The kirk and state may gae to hell, 

And I'll gae to my Anna. 
She is the sunshine o' my ee, 

To live but her I canna ; 
Had 1 on earth but wishes three, 

The first should be my Anna. 
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BANKS OF DEVON.; 



Ho wpleasantthebanksoftheclear-winding Devon, 
Withgreen-spreadingbuihes, and flowers bloom- 
ing fair ! 

But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a sweet bud, on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower, 
In the gay rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft venial shower, 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

0, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 
With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn .' 

And far be thou distant, tliou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 

t Burns guyB, " These verses were compoaed on » chonn- 
igg girl, Miss Charlotte lUnullon, who is now mHrried ta 
James Mackittrick Adair, phj-sicinn. She is sister to my 
worthy triend Gavin HBiDilton, of Maucfaline, and iraBbam 
on the banks of the Ayr; but was, at the time I wrote tlieae 
tioes, residing at Harvieston, in Clackmannanshire, on the 
romantic banks of the little river Devon. 1 first heard the 
air Irom a lady in Iixvemess, and got Che notes taken down 
for this work — Ibe Musical Museum. Onthe 13th Decem- 
ber, 1787, he imile to Miss Chalmers (afterwaida Mrs. 
Hay), " I enclose you a proof copy of the ■ Banka of the 
Devon,' which 1 present with my best wishes." Writing 
of her (o her brother in September in that year, he said, 
" Of Charlotle I cannot speak in common terms of admira- 
tion : she is not OQly beautiful but lovely — her form is ele- 
gant ; her features not regular, but they have the smile of 
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Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies. 

And England triumphant display her proud rose ; 

A fairer than either adorns the green valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



ADOWN WINDING NITH. 



In Anguat, 1793, Bums wrote : " Another farouiite sir of 
mine ia, ■ The muokin o' Creordie's byra.' When aung alow, 
with eipression, I have wished that it had had better poe- 
try ; that I have endeavoured to supply as foUovi's :" 



A DOWN windiog Nith I did wander. 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring ; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 



sweetness and the settled complacency of good nature in the 
highest degree ; and her complexion, now that she has hap- 
pily recovered her wonted healtb, is equal to Misa Burnet's. 
Her eyes are fascinating ; at once eipresaive of good geoBe, 
tenderness, and a noble mind." lie intimated to Miss Chal- 
mers bis intention of paying her a ■' poetic compliment" 
-aayiug, " I am 6ied that it sliall go in Jobnaon'a next num- 
ber, so Charlotte and you need not spend your precious time 
in contradicting me. I wo'nt aay the poetry is first rale, 
tbough 1 am convinced it is very well; and, which is not 
always the case with compUmenta to tedies, it is not only 
lincere butjuit." He alludes to her in several other letters 
to Mias Cbalmera, the originals of which, Ciomek says, 
" were thrown into the fire by the late Mrs. Adair, of Scar- 
borough, the Charlotte to whom the Banks of the Devon in 
addressed," 
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Awa wi" your belles and your beauties. 
They never wi' her can compare ; 

Whaever has met wi' my Phillisjt 
Has met wi' the queen o' the fair. 

The daisy amus'd my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem, said I, o' my PtiilUs, 

For she is simplicity's child. 
Awa, &c. 

The rose-bud's the blush o" my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest : 

How tair and how pure is the lily, 
But feiter and purer her breast. 
Awa, &c. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 

They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie '. 
Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine, 

Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 
Awa, &c. 

Her voice is the song of the morning 

That wakes through the green-spreading grove. 
When Phcebus peeps over the mountains, 

On muBic> and pleasure, and love. 
Awa, &e. 



t PbiDis was a Misa Plullis M'Muido, afterffHidB Mrs. 
Normiin Lockhan, sister to ' Bmrnie Jesn,' both of wbom 
were pupils of his Triend Mr. Clarke. For a notice of theia 
ladies see ante. 
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But beauty how frail and how fleeting, 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While worth in the mind o' my PhillU 
Will flourish without a decay. 
Awa, &c. 



STREAMS THAT GLIDE.* 



Streams that glide in orient plains. 
Never bound by winter's chains ! 
Glowing here on golden sands. 
There commix'd with foulest stains 
From tyranny's empurpled bands ; 
These, their richly-gleaming waves, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon, 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 

Shading from the burning ray 

Hapless wretches sold to toil. 

Or the ruthless native's way. 

Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 

Woods that ever verdant wave. 



a Uoyes, then residiDg witli the Duke of Gordoa." 
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I leave the tyrant and the slave, 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 

Wildly here without control. 
Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 
In that sober pensive mood, 
Dearest to the feeling soul. 
She plants the forest, pours the flood ; 
Life's poor day I'll musing rave, 
And find at night a shelteiing cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wa 
By bonnie Castle Gordon. 



THE DE-IL'S AWA WI' THE EXCISEMAN.* 

The De'il cam fiddling thro' the town, 
And danc'd awa wi' the Exciseman ; 

And ilka wife cry'd, '' Auld Mahoun, 
We wish you luck o' your prize, man. 

t This Song was printed in tlie Gtasgotr coUecCion of 
Burns' poems in 1801. 

Cromek states that at B meetinj^ of his brother EicisemcD 
in Dumfries, Bums, being called upon for a Song, handed 
these Teisea extempore to the Piesideut, written on the 
back of a letter. 

I In June, 1793, Bums wrote to Mr. Thomsons "You 
know Fraser, the hauthoj player in Edinhurgh— be is here 
instructing a band of music fora fencible corps quartered in 
this coantty. Among many of the airs that please me, there 
is one, well known as a reel by the name of ' The Quaker's 
Wife;' and wbich I remember a grand'aunt of mine used 
to sing, by the name of' Liggeram cosh, my bonny wee lass.' 



uC.oogle 



OF AURNS. 30£ 

" We'll male our maut, and brew our drink, 
We'll daDce, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 

And monie thanks to tine muckle black De'il 
That danc'd awa wi' the Exciseman. 

" There's threesome reels, and foursome reels. 

There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to our Ian', 
Was — the De'il's awa wi' the Exciseman. 
We'll mak om* maut," ifec. 



BLITHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL.) 



Blithb hae 1 been on yon hill, 
As the lambs before me ; 

Careless ilka thought and free, 
As the breeze flew o'er me : 



Mr. Freser plays it slow, and wilh an eipresaion ttu quite 
charms me. 1 became sucb an enthusiast about il, that I 
made a song for it, which I here subjoin ; and enctose Fia- 
aer'i set of Ihe tune. If they hit your fancy, they (ire at 
your service ; if not, return me the tune, and I will put it 
in Jobneon'e Museum. I think the aong is not in my worst 

Id September following Bums said, " ' Blythe hae I been 
o'er Che hill ' ia one of the finest aongs ever I made in my 
tile; and besides, is composed on a young lady, poaitirely the 
most beautiful, lorelv woman in the world." Allan fcun- 
ningham stales that ^liaa Lesley BailUe, who ia elsewliere 
noticed, was the heroine of this aong. 
VOL. II, .\ 
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Now nae knger sport and play. 

Mirth or sang can please me ? 
Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and an^ish seize me. 
Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glow 

Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bosom swelling ; 
Underneath the grass- green sod 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



O WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR.J 



WERE my love yon lilac fair, 
Wi" purple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 
When wearied on my little wing ; 

J On the 25lh Judb, 1793, Burns wrote to Tliomaon i 
'■ Do jou know the following beautifiil little frsgment. in 
Witherspoon's Collection of Scots Songs ! 
Ait—H-ghti Graflam. 
i^a mj love were jOD red rose, 
That grows upon tlie castle wa'. 
And I mjael' a drap o' dew, 

Into her bonnie breast to fa,' 1 

Oh, there b«yond expression blest, 

I'd feast on beauty a' the night : 

Seat'd on ber silk-saft fuulds to rest. 

Till fley'd away by Phcebus' light. 

" This thought is inexpressibly beautiful; and quite, so f»r 
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How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing-, 

When youthfu' May its bloom renei 

O gin my love were yon red rose 

That grows upon the castle wa', 
And 1 mysel' a drap o' dew, 

Into' her bonnie breast to fa' ! 
Oh, there beyond expression blest, 

I'd feast on beauty a' the night; 
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

Till fley'd awa' by Phosbus' light. 



COME. LET ME TAKE THEE.f 



Come, let me take thee to my breast, 
And pledge we ne'er shall sunder ; 

And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The warld's wealth and grandeur : 

OS 1 know, original. It ia too short for a aaog, else I would 
foTBweur joa ^to^ether, unleas you gave it ■ ptsce. i bara 
ofUin tried to eke a staaza (o it. but in vain. After balanc- 
ing myself far a musing 6ve minutes, on the hind-legs of lu; 
elbow-cbair, I produced the folloning :" [i. e. the brat two 
la of the song.] 



t it' worthy of inaertioa at all, they might be ni 
every poet, who knoira anything of his trade, v 



" Theveraesare lar inferior to the foregoing, Ifnmtlycon- 

Elace; aa every poet, who knows anything of his tnid< 
usband his best thoughts for a concluding stroke." 
t In August, 1793, Buma wrole to Thomaon; ■■ That 
tune,' Caold Kail,' ia such a TaTourite ofyoura, that I once 
more roved out yesterday for a gloamin-shot at Che Mus«_s ; 
when the Muse that presides o'er the shores of Nith, or r^ 
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And do I hear my Jeante own 
That equal transports move Iier? 

I ask for dearest life alone 
That I may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi' all thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to share. 

Than sic a moment's pleasure : 
And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever ! 
And on thy lips I seal my vow, 

And break it shall I never. 



It nymph, Coila, whispered me 
ressons lor thinking tbal it was 
my early, eveet, simple inapirer that waa by my elbow, 
' amootb gliding without step," and poutinj- tbe song on my 
glowing fancy. In the first place, since I left Coila's native 
haunts, not a fragment of a poet hs^ arisen to cheer her so- 
litary musings, hy catching iospiration from her ; so 1 more 
tJiao suapect that she has followed me hither, or at least 
makes me occasional risita : secondly, the last stanza of this 
aoDg I send you in the yery words that Coila taught me 
many years ago, and which I set to an old Scots reel Id 
Johnson's Museum. If you think the above will auityotir 
idea of your favourite air, I shall be highly pleased.'' It ia 
said that this song was addressed to Jean Armour, afterwards 
Mrs. Borns ; while others consider Jean I^rimer to have 
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WHKRE ARE THE JOYS. 



In September, 1793, Bumfl wrote lo Tbomson: "I bare 
finished ray soDg ti) ' San ye my Fatter ;' and in English, 
as you will see. lliat there is a syllable tiu much for the 
ciftrentim of the sir, ia true : but, allow iob to bbj, that the 
mere diriding of a dotted crotchet into a crotchet and a qua- 
ver ia not a great matter : howerer, in that, 1 hare no pre- 
UDsions to cope in judgment with you. Of the poetiy I 
speak with confidence; but (hemunic ia Bbueineaa where 1 
bmt my ideas with the utmost diffidence. The old verses 
have merit, tliougb unequal, and are popular : my advice is 
to aet the air to the old words, and let mine follow as En- 
glish verses. Here they ore" — 



Where are the joys i have met in the morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early song ? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand'rin^. 
At evening, the wild woods among ? 

No more a-winding the course of yon river. 
And marking sweet flow 'rets so fair : 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly winter is near? 
No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 
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Fain would 1 hide what I fear to discover. 
Yet long, long too well have I known ; 

All that has caus'd this wreck in my bosom. 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal, 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 
Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish. 

Enjoyment I'll seek in my woe. 



O SAW YE MY DEAR. 



On the 19tli October, 1794, Bums nrote (o lliomioii^ 
" To descend to business ; if jrou like my idea of' When 
she cam ben she babbit.' the rollowing stanzHs of mine, 
altered H httle from whet they were formerly when aat to 
mother air, may peibapg do instead of worse staaxes." 

Allan CunniDgham says, " the despuiing swain is sup- 
posed to be Stephen Clarke, the icuaician, and the lady, 
MiM Philha M'Murdo." 

On the same occasion Burns aaid, " These English %()Dgs 
gravel me to death. I have not that conunand of the lan- 
guage that I haTe of my natire tongue. 1 have been at 
' Duncan Gray.' to dress it JD EnKlisb, but all 1 can do is 
deplorably stupid. For instance :'' 



SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 
saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love, 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 
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What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy, 

O had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
O had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
As light as the air, and &use as thou's fair, 
Thou'st broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE.J 



Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 
Thou hast left me ever ; 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 
Thou hast leit me ever. 

Aften hast thou vow'd that death 



1 Uutna KTOle to Thomaon in September, 1793 ; " ' Fee 
bim, Fadier.'— 1 enclose you Fiaser'a set of tbis tune whea 
he plays it slov ^ in fact, he makes it the language of despair. 
I gliaU here give you two staiiias in that style ; merely iii 
try if it trill be any improvement. Were it possible, in 
singing, to give it half the pstbos which Fraaer givei it in 
playing, it would make an admirably pathetic song. 1 do 
not give these verses for any merit they Lave. I composeii 
tbem at the time in wiiicii fatit Atlan'i mithir iliid, that ii,ai 
abeul tht back o' taidnighl ; and by the tee-side of a boir] of 
punch, which Lad overset ereiy mortal in company, except 
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Ooly should us sever ; 
Now thou'st leCl thy lass for aye — 
1 maun see thee never, Jamie, 
rii see thee never ! 

Thou hast me ibrsaken, Jarate, 

Thou hast me forsaken ; 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken. 
Thou canst love anither jo, , 

While my heart is breaking ; 
Soon my weary een I'll close — 

Never mair to waken, Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken ! 



MY CHLORIS. 



In Norembei. 1794, Bums wrote : " In mj last, I told you 
m; objections Cotlie song you had selected for ' Mr lodging 
is on the cold ground.' On my viut die other day to my 
fair CUorU (that is the poetic name of the lovely goddew of 
my iDspiracion) she Bugi^ested sn idea, which 1 , od mj re- 
turn from the visit, wrought into the following song : how 
do you likethe simplicity and tendemeaa of this pastoral ? I 
think i( pretty well." 

My Chloris, mark how green the groves. 

The primrose banks how fair : 
The balmy galea awake the flowers, 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 



!;,■ Google 



The lav' rock shuns the palace gay, 

And o'er the cottuge sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfii' string 

In lordly lighted ba' : 
The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ''. 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen. 
In shepherd's phrase will woo : 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his heart as true ? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 

That spotless breast o' thine ; 
The courtiers' gems may witness love — 

But 'tis nu love like mine. 
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CHABMING MONTH OF MAY." 



It was the charming month of May, 
When all the flowera were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day, 
The youthful, charming Chloe ; 

From peaceful slumber she arose, 
Girt on her mantle and her hose, 
And o'er the flowery mead she goes. 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 



Lovely was she by the dann, 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tripping o'er the pearly lawn. 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

• Bums wrote lo Thomaon in Nov. 1794, " Despiiiring of 
my own powerstogire you variety enough in £ng;u^b 90D}(S, 
I bavB been tumiog over old collections to pick out songs, of 
vbicb the messure ia aomething similar to what I want; 
and. with a little alteration, SOBS to suit the [bylbm of the air 
exactly, to give you them for your work. Wberethe songg 
hare hitherto beeo but little noticed, nor have ever been aet 
to music, X think the shift a fair one. A aong, which, under 
the same first verse, you will find in Ramsay's Tea-table 
Miscellany, 1 have cut down for an English dress to your 
' Dainty Davie.' 

" You may think meanly of this, but take a look at the 
bombast original, and you will be surprised that 1 have made 
«o much of It." 
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The feather'd people you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree, 
[q notes or sweetest melody 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

" Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivall'd by the radiant eyes 
Of youthiiil, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she, &c. 



LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN. 



Let not woman e'er complain 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain. 

Fickle man is apt to rove ; 

Look abroad through Nature's range, 

Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange, 
• Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 
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Why then ask of silly man. 

To oppose great N(d:ure'5 plan ? 

We'll be constant while we can — 
You can be no more, you know. 



O Phillt, happy be that day 
When, roving through the gather'd hay. 
My youthfu' heart was stown away. 
And by thy charms, my Philly. 



O Willy, aye I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love. 
Whilst thou didst pledge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

■ On the J9th Norember, 1794, Burna wrote W Tboin- 
son : " You Bee, my dear air, wbat a punetunl correapODd- 
ent I Km ; tbougb indeed you may tbank yourself for tbe 
ttdiuta of my Utlera, iia yau have ao flulsred me on my horse- 
manahip witL my favourite hobby, ond bava praised tbe 
grace of bis ambling gomuch, tbati am scarcely ever offbia 
back. For instance, tbis momiog, though a ieeu bloKiag 
frost, in my walk before breakfast. I finiahed my dust which 
you were pleased to praise so much. 'Wbethor I hare uni- 
formly Bucceeded, 1 will not say ; but bere it is for you, 
though it is not an hour old." 

According to Thomaon, " the heroine was Miss Pbillis 
M'Murdo, of D'nimlanrig, Whether the Poet bad any 
person in his eye tor ' Willy,' he had not," he said, "been 
able to ascertaio." 
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OF BURNS. 



As son^ters of the early year 
Are ilka day maJr sweet to hear. 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And channing is my Philly. 



As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fairer blows, 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 



The milder sun and bluer sky. 
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy. 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Philly. 



The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring, 
As meeting o' my Willy. 



The bee that thro' the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Compar'd wi' my delight is poor. 
Upon the lips o' Philly. 
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The woodbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 



Let fortune's wheel at random rin, 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may v 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane. 
And that's my ain dear Philiy. 



What's a' the joys that gowd can 
I care na wealth a wngle flie ; 
The lad i love's the lad for me. 
And that's my ain dear Willy. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN-t 

A BALLAD. 

There was three Kings into the east. 
Three Kings both great and high. 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

} ThJB BBllad wu first printed ia the second edition of 
Bums' Works in 1787, where he suys, " it was partlj com- 
posed on the plan of an old song known bv the same nune." 
mod he made no HlterationB in it in his last edition ol 1794. 
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They took a plough and piough'd him down. 

Put clods upon his head. 
And they hae sworu a solema oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerlul Spring came kindly on, 

And show're began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surpris'd them all. 

The sultry suns of Summer came. 

And he grew thick and strong. 
His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

The sober Autumn enter'd mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending joints and drooping head 

Show'd he began to fail. 

His colour sicken 'd more and more. 

He faded into age; 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their deadly rage. 

They've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 



Mr. Cunn 


mghfl 


m considers tliat " the merit 


of original] (7 


beloogB M 


, the old bard ; some of the versB. 


. are word for 


wordlhe , 




and those which are altered. 


lure aaSerad 


little chamte in the Benliment. The vereioi 


1 of Bums is 
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, but not more graphic than tbe old stniin." 
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They laid liim down upon his back, 

And cudgel'd tiim full sore; 
They hung him up before the stomi. 

And tum'd him o'er and o'er. 

They (ilkd up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim. 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

TTiere let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe. 
And still, as signs of life appear'd, 

They toss'd him to and fio. 

They wasted, o'er a scorching fiame, 

TTie marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller us'd him worst of all, 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood, 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

Twill make your courage rise ; 

'Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 
"Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 
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Then let us toast Joha Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne'er Ml in old Scotland ! 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS-t 



Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 

Well thou know'st my aching heart. 

And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 
Is this thy pUghted, fond regard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ? 
Is this thy faithful swain's reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou, &c. 

( Biuii9,onlbel9tti November, 1794, wrote to Thomson: 
" SIdco joflterday'H penrngnship, 1 have framed a couple of 
English Blanzaa, by way of an English song- to ' Roy's Wife.' 
You will allow mo, that in this instance my English «on-ea- 
ponds in seutimeac with the Scoltiah. Well ! 1 think this 
to be done in two or lime turns serosa my room, and with 
two of three pinches of Iriah Blncl^uard, ia not so far 
amiss. Yon see 1 am determined to have my qDDntum of 
applause from somebody." 

l)r. Currie asys, " lo this address, in the chsrscter of a 
fonaken lover, a reply waa found an the part of the lady, 
among llie MSS. of our bard, evidently in a female hanil- 
wKting ; which is doubtless (bat referred lo" — in hia letter to 
ThomsoD in September, \79'3, where he observes, 1 have the 
original wards of a song for ihe last air, in (be hand-H-riting 
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Farewell ! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That tickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thou may'st find thoae will bve thee dear— 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thou, &c. 



ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 



Long, long the night. 

Heavy comes the morrow, 
While my soul's delight 

Is on her bed of sorrow. 



Stay, my Willie — yel helieTe me, 
Stay, my Willie— yet telieie ma, 
"Iweel ihou know st na eTBiy pang 
Wad wring my bosom shouldst thou leave m 



Yon gun shall cease its course in beaven. 
Slay, my Willie, &c. 
But to think I was betrayed. 

That falsebood e'er our lore should sunder ! 
I'o take the flow'ret to mybreaal, 
And find tlie ETiilefii' serpent under < 
Stay, my' Willie, &o. 
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Can I pease to care? 

Can I cease to languish. 
While my darling fair 

Is on the couch of anguish ? 
Long, &c. 

Every hope is fled, 

Every fear is terror; 
Slumber even 1 dread, 

Every dream is horror. 
Long, &c. 

Hear me, Pow'rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me '. 
Take aught else of mine, 

But ray Chloris spare me ! 
Long, &e. 

Could I hope thou'dst na'er deceive, 

Celestial pleasures, might I cboose 'em. 
I 'd Blight, nor E«ek in other spheres 

That heHren I'd find within th^ bosom. 
Stay, my Willie, file. 
Mr. Allso Cunningham has added a curious note to tbii 
Sane ; " I'his reply was written by a young and beautiful 
English woman, Mrs. Riddell. She ollgdea to her qusrrel 
with the Poet ; she took a flower to her bosom and found a 
serpent under. In that metaphorical way she intimated that 
the Poet had the presumption to attempt to salute ber — a 
piece of forwardness whicti a coldness of two years' conti- 
nuance more than pnnidhed-" 

That such an act of impertinence should have been com- 
mitted by Bums, and indignantly resented by the lady, is 
nilremely probable ; but it would be an insult to ber me- 
iiiory to suppose that she adverted to the circumstance, or in 
any way alluded to him, in those tender rersea. If tbe cause 
of Mrs. Riddeil's displeasure be coirectly stated, the Poet 
had little reason to charge her with caprice (ride vol. L). 
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WHKN GUILFORD GOOD OUR PILOT STOOD. 
A FRAGMENT.* 



When Guiirord good our Pilot stood. 

Ad' did our hellim thraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Witliin America, man : 
Then up they gat the maskm-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, -f man ; 
An' did nae less, in full Congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

1 wat he was na slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's burn he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca', man : 
But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery like did fa', man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before his. band, 

Amang his en'mies a', man. 

* This Fragmeoc wu piinted in the EdinbuTEli edition 
afBurna' works, in 1787. 

t rbe English pBrlianient haiiag imposed an excise dolj 
upon ten imported into North America, the Eaat India Com- 
paayBent several ships ladea irith thet article lo Boston, and 
the natives went on boord b; force of arms, and eo^ttied tdl 
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Poor Tammy Gage, witbia & cage 

Was kept at Boston ha', man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia, man: 
Wi' sword an' gun he thought a gin 

Guid Christian bluid to draw, man ; 
But at New York, wi' knife an' fork. 

Sir Loin he hacked sma', man. 
Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip. 

Till Fraser brave did fa', man ; 
Then lost his way, ae misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as tang's he dought. 

An' did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to Bare, 

He hung it to the wa', man. 

Then Montague, an' Guilford too, 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And Sackville doure, wba stood the stoure, 

The German Chief to thraw, man : 
For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box, 

An' lows'd bis tinkler jaw, man. 

Then Rockingham took up the game ; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
When Shelburne meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to Gospel law, man ; 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' Jarring noise. 

They did bis measures thraw, man ; 
For North an" Fox united stocks, 
An' bore him to the wa', man. 
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Then Clubs an' Hearts were Charlie's cartes 

He swept the stakes awa', man. 
Till the Diamond's Ace, of Indian race. 

Led him a sair faux pas, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An* Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew, 

' Up, Willie, waur them a", man !' 

Behind the throne then Grenville's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While alee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa", man : 
An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Inspired Bardies saw, man) 
Wj' kindling eyes cry'd, ' Willie, rise ! 

' Would I hae fear'd them a', man ?' 

But, word an' blow. North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowrd WiUie like a ba'. man. 
Till Suthron raise, an' coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An' did her whittle draw, man ; 
An' 8WO0T fu' rude, thro* dirt an' blood. 

To make it guid in law, man. 
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OP BUKNS. 



THE RIGS 0' BARLEY.' 



It was upon a Lammas night, 

When com rig^ are bonie. 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by, wi' tenttess heed, 

'Till 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed. 

To see me thro' the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly ; 
1 set her down, wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley : 
1 ken't her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
1 kiss'd her owre aud owre again 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 



* Bums inaerted this Song in bis first edition, printed at 
Kilmaraock in 1786, and made only very trifling alleratiODa 
in (hose of 1793 and 1794. Allan Ciuuiingham gays, " it is 
generally believed in tfae West of Scotland, that Annie Ro' 
nald, alterwards Mrs. Paterson, of Aitenlinie, was tbe in- 
Bpiret of this cbarming Song." He addg, " that the Poet 
waa a frequent visiter at her fatheT's house while he hred in 
Mossgiel." 
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I bck'd her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarely ; 
My bleBgIng on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She aye ahal! bless that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

1 hae been biythe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinkin ; 
I hae been joyfu* gath'rin gear ; 

I hae been happy thinking : 
But a' the pleasures e'er 1 saw, 

Tlw' three times doubl'd fairly, 
That happy night was worth them a', 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 



Com rigs, an' barley rigs, 
An' corn rigs are bonie ; 

I'll ne'er foi^ that happy night, 
Among the rigs wi' Annie. 
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FAREWELL TO ELlZA.t 



From thee, Eliza, I must go. 

And from my native shore; 
The cruel fetes bet wee q us throw 

A boundless ocean's roar : 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my Love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, ferewell, Eliza dear. 

The maid that 1 adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by, 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that latest sigh ! 



t The " EIjzh" of thia Bong, which occurB in the Grit 
edition of hia poema, wiih, sajs Allan Cunninghnm, ." Eliza- 
betii Barbour," to whom his thoughts turned when refused 
by Jean Armour. She was the Miss Betty whose taste in 
<u«ai he ptaisea io one of his epigrams, and the " Bess," 
whoae leg, " aae straight, sse taper, tiifht and cleaD," is do- 
liced in the first edition of " The Vision," (irol. i.). But 
Mr. Thomson atates that the heroine was Miss Miller, 
at^iwaids Mrs. Templeton of Mnuchline. These verses 
were written in consequence of his intention to go to 
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MY NANIE, O. 

Behind yon hills where Lugar* flows, 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos'd. 
And I'll awa lo Nanie, O. 

The westlin wind blaws loud an' shill ; 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, O : 

But ni get ray plaid, an' out I'll steal. 



• Thia Song wm printed in the Edinbui^b edition of 
1787. 

In Burns' Cnvatfi Memoranda in April, 1784, he says, 
'• Shenstone fine!) obstsrTes, that love-TerBBB, writ without 
any real passion are the most nanseoaa of all concpiU ; and 
iMyeouen thought lb at no man can be a proper critic of love- 
composition, except he himself, in one ot more instances, 
have heen a warm votary to thia passion. As 1 have been 
all along a miserable dupe to love, and have been led into a 
thousand weaknesses and follies by it, for that reason 1 pat 
the more coafideace in my critical skill, in distinguishing 
foppery and conceit from real passion and nature. Whether 
the following song will stand Che lest, I will not pretend to 
say, because it is my own ; only I can say it was, at the 
time, genuine from the heart." 

In October, 179S, be said, " In the printed copyof ' My 
Nannie O.' (he name of the river is horridly prosaic, [i.e. 
Stint!h»r:]Iwillalterit, 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows. 

Girvan is tbe name of the river that suits the idea of the 
stanza best, but Lngar ia the most agreeable modulation of 
Bvllablea." " The heroine," saya Allan Cunningham, ■' was 
Sannie Fleming, a servant in Celcothilt, near Lochlea." 



„G<H)fi|e 



My Nanie's charming, sweet, an' young ; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befa* the flattering tongue 

TTiat wad beguile my Nanie, O. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as she's bonie, O : 

The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 

A country lad is my degree. 

An' few there be that ken me, O ; 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome aye to Nanie, O. 

My riches a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O ; 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 

Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonie, O ; 

But I'm as biythe that hands his pleugh. 
An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 

Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will sen' me, ; 

Nae itber care in life have I, 
But live, an' love my Nanie, O. 
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GEEE\ GROW THE BASHES.t 
A FRAGMENT. 



Green grow the rashes, O ; 

Green grow the rashes, O ; 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spent. 

Were spent amang the lasses, ! 

There's nought but care on ev'ry han', 

In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 
What signifies the life o' man, 

An' 'twere na for ihe lasses, 0. 
Green grow, &c. 

The warly race may riches chase. 
An' riches still may fly them, ; 

An" tho' at last they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, 0. 
Green grow, 4c. 

But gie me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, ; 
An' warly cares, an' warly men. 

May a' gae tapsalteerie, ! 
Green grow, &c. 

t This well known song wae printed in the aecond edi- 
tion in 1737. Bums bhjb id hia PrivMe MemorandB in 
August, 1784, " I shall set down the fotlowing fnpaeDX, 
which. 09 it is the genuine Inngnageormy faeHTt,wiIl enible 
any body to ijateimine which of the classes [i. e, species 
of menjl belong to." 



„G<H)fi|e 



For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O : 

The wisest man the warl' e'er saw, 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, 0. 
Green grow, &c. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest wotk she classes, O ; 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, 0. 
Green grow, &c. 



NOW VVESTLIN WINDS.t 



Now westlin winds, and slaiight'ring guns 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather ; 
The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 

Amang the blooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the pliun, 

Delights the weary fdnner ; 
And the moon shines bright, when 1 rove at night 

To muse upon my charmer. 

t Campoaed in Au^st. The heroine of this aong, 
which occurs in the KilmBraocli editioQ, was the " Mont- 
gomery's Pagi-j," who refused the Poet's Iwind at n Tery 
earl; period of hia life. She will be ^ain noticed under 
the song so called. 
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334 THE POBVS 

The partridge loves the fruitful fella i 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells; 

The soaring hem the fountains : 
Thto' lofty groves the cushat roves, 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel bush o'erhanfs the thrush, 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find, 

The sav^;e and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander ; 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'ring cry. 

The flutt'ring, gory pinion ! 
But, Peggy dear, the ev'ning'a clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way, 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling com, the fruited thorn. 

And ev'ry happy creature. 
We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest. 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs. 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be, as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 



cGoot^lc 



THE BIG-BELLIED BOTTLE.' 



No churchman am 1 for to rail and to write, 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to tight, 
No sly man of business contriving a snare, 
For a big-bellied bottle's the whole of my care. 

The peer 1 don't envy, I give him his bow ; 
1 scorn not the peasant, tho' ever so low ; 
But a club of good fellows, like those that are here. 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 

Here passes the squire on his brother — his horse ; 
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse; 
But see you the Crown how it waves in the au, 
Iltere a big-bellied bottle still eases my care. 

■ The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 
1 found that old Solomon proved it fair. 
That the big-bellied bottle's a cure for all care. 

I once was persuaded a venture to make ; 
A letter inform'd me that all was to wreck ; 
But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs, 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares. 
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336 P0BU8 OP BUBNS. 

' Life's cares they are comforts,'' a maxim laid 

By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the 

black gown ; 
And, faith, I agree with th* old prig to a hair. 
For a big-bellied bottle's a heav'n of care. 

A STAHZA ADDED IN A MASON LODGE. 

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o'erilow. 
And honours masonic prepare for to throw ; 
May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a big-bellied bottle when harass'd with care. 

* Yoong'B Night ThoogbU. B. 
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